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CHAPTER L 

Creepmoiise, "In love a young man should climb — 
not stoop. Yes, sir, to a young man like Tom, marriage 
should be a ladder, not a pit." 

Betired from Busi/nees, 

My uncle Dick amply vindicated lis 
brother's eulogium of his conversational 
powers. When, at the bank, I had be- 
held the stout, big form of my relative, 
and heard his bluflf and highly familiar 
language, I believed him to be as nearly 
related to a boor as any man of his size 
and age can be. But my opinion of him 
VOL. n. B • 
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underwent a very remarkable change when 
I listened to and watched him as he sat 
and talked at his brother's dinner-table. 
His manner then was perfectly polite; 
positively there were certain points in his 
behaviour which my father might have 
beheld with envy and admiration. Added 
to this, he was exceedingly well read; 
talked French with a good accent, and 
quoted Latin with a happy applicability 
that robbed its employment of all flavour 
of pedantry. 

I had nothing to say. I was eclipsed. 
His jokes kept us all in high spirits. 
His anecdotes (which I can appreciate 
better now than I could then) were uni- 
formly excellent. He appeared to know 
•everybody ; spoke with a kind of digni- 
fied familiarity of noblemen of reputation, 
of famous actors, of celebrated authors. 
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He had supped with Lamb and EUiston. 
He had been in Haydon's studio when 
Scott had called; he had advised Southey 
on the purchase of some stocks ; he had 
dined with Eogers, where he had met 
Sydney Smith, William Bankes, Luttrell, 
and many others, whose names I forget. 

I am very much afraid, however, that 
we none of us listened to him with the 
interest he deserved. Speaking for myself, 
it would have given me more pleasure to 
have heard an account of a champion 
bUliard-match or a boat-race, than the 
best of Talleyrand's mots, or the smartest 
of Sydney Smith's rejoinders. My 
aunt smiled occasionally, as much out 
of politeness as out of appreciation; and 
uncle Tom grew so soon tired of these 
stories — which I daresay he had often 
heard before — that he contrived to bring 
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the conversation round to the Stock 
Exchange^ the income tax, and the 
stamp duties, on which his brother talked 

4 

as freely and sagaciously as if these 
matters had been his only studies all his 
life. 

However, don't suppose that I sat like 
a mute through that dinner. When my 
uncle addressed me I contrived to answer 
him in a style that, I had no doubt, 
maintained my credit with my aunt. 
One reply of mine — I forget what it was, 
and I am very glad I do — ^made the old 
gentleman burst into a tremendous roar 
of laughter, and from that moment he 
took a great deal of notice of me, en- 
couraged my small attempts to exhibit 
my parts and wit, and took wine with 
me, nodding his head with a cordial 
snule, and crying out, before he put the 
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glass to his lips, how he wished the major 
made one of us. 

After my aunt and Conny had left the 
room, we three gentlemen grew really 
affectionate. The two brothers shook 
hands several times with each other, and 
several times with me, from no other 
reason whatever, than an overflowing im- 
pulse. Old days were recalled and old 
scenes re-enacted. While my uncle Dick 
fished one beaming recollection after an- 
other out of the grey tide of the past, 
my uncle Tom was watching him eagerly 
to observe when he stopped, in order to 
top the reminiscence with another. Some 
characteristic anecdotes of my father were 
repeated and roared over. Then my 
uncle Dick, having laughed himself grave, 
grew sentimental, spoke with hazy eyes 
of his dead wife, of his pet Teazer, who 



MY ZTNGLWS SCHEME. 



was dear to him as his right hand, as the 
apple of his eye; of departed friends, 
whose wit had often cheered, whose 
kindness had often soothed him. Never 
an ill word for dead or living fell from 

A bright scene ! a happy evening ! a 
pleasant and gracious memory — ^when the 
world was yoimger with him who writes 
this— of cordiality and good will, of 
brotherly love as fresh and childlike still 
as ever it was in the old nursery days I 
Shall we believe, Eugenio, all that the 
cynics tell us? Do relations so univer- 
sally hate one another as these gentlemen 
make out they do? You have told me 
of aunts who have been as faithftd in the 
love of their dead sisters' oflfspring as 
ever their mothers were; I have told you 
of brothers whose self sacrifices for one 
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another would fill a volume with tales of 
deeper interest than could even be found 
in narratives of the most awful murders, 
or in minute accounts of the most un- 
blushing bigamies. Should a cynic ex- 
pectorate after tasting a glass of Madeira, 
would you accept his spittle as a sample 
of the wine he has drunk? Neither 
should you regard the instances he relates 
to you of family feuds as typical of the 
actual feelings that bind relations one to 
another. 

"And now, my boy," said uncle Dick 
to me, " when are you coming to Thistle- 
wood ? " 

"Name a day convenient to your- 
self," I replied, " and then uncle Tom 
will perhaps give us his sense of the 
matter." 

" Never mind the : bank," exclaimed 
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uncle Tom, "go whenever you like, and 
stop as long as you like." 

" I shall return from London on Thurs- 
day," said uncle Dick, "and, if you'll 
come to me on that day, say so, and I'll 
send a telegram to Teazer to-morrow, to 
have a bed-room prepared for you." 

"Let me say Monday," I answered. 
"That will give your daughter more 
time." 

"Very well Tom will give you ftdl 
directions as to the how and the where?" 
And this being settled, we got talking 
of other things. 

I grew tired at last of sitting, and want- 
ing to join Conny, hinted that my aunt 
might think us rather selfish, if we lin- 
gered much longer over our cigars. 

"That's true," said uncle Tom, "so 
you go and join the ladies, and tell 
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my wife, Dick and I will follow pre- 
sently." 

Conny was reading a novel. My aunt 
knitted. 

" What's the name of your book V* I 
asked, going up to my cousin, and sitting 
down near her. 

" * Love and Sorrow,' " answered she. 
"They sent it this afternoon from the 
library. It is very interesting." 

I took up volimie the second, and open- 
ing it, caught sight of a passage which 
I read aloud : " Their eyes met. In her's 
was pride struggling with womanly desire. 
In his were blazing those wild passions 
which were the fruit of long years 
of agony and disappointment. 'By 
heavens 1 ' he cried hoarsely, while the 
veins stood out upon his forehead, black 
and knotted, *I would rather take 
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you by , the throat and cast you dead at 
my feet, than see you Lord Algernon's 
wife. Never/ he hissed, * shall that 
virgin brow be defaced by a coronet; 
never shall that pure form be polluted by 
— ^by — ,' he paused, staggered, looked 
wildly round him, brushed oflF the salt 
dews that passion had distilled upon his 
broad and beautiful forehead with the 
back of his hand, and, uttering a low 
moan, fell prone upon the carpet. * I 
have killed him 1 ' poor Madeline shrieked, 
rushing to his side and raising his head 
and gazing with wild and piteous eyes 
upon the white lips and the convulsed 
cheeks. At that moment the door opened, 
and Lord Algernon entered." 

" What a queer story 1 " exclaimed my 
aunt, who was nevertheless growing in- 
terested. 
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"It is beautifully written in parts," 
said Conny. 

" Are these your pencil-marks ? " I 
asked, taking the volume from her lap. 

"Yes." 

" Here is * beautiful 111' with three 
points of exclamation. * The silent stream 
that runs smoothly past us, checked in 
its course becomes a raging torrent.' 
Very true. Here is a passage doubly 
underscored : * It is easy to love a woman, 
but difficult to find a woman worth 
loving.' 

" Oh, never mind those . marks," ex- 
claimed Conny. 

" Is the hero often afflicted with salt 
dews ? " I inquired. 

"You are laughing at me." She 
snatched the book from my hand, and 
pouted. 
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"I don't often read novels/' said I, 
"but when I do, I must say I like a 
good gory story — sometliing dripping or 
dank — ^with a yellow-haired heroine who 
loves to sit on her lover's grave and 
braid her tresses by the light of the 
moon, and an Italian rival who stabs 
everybody in the forehead. If my hair 
doesn't rise twice at least in every ten 
pages, I consider the author a muff. 
Domestic stories I hate. There is no 
need to subscribe to a library to hear 
people ask each other if they prefer 
brown bread to white, and muffins to 
crumpets, and to watch a curate take a 
flute in pieces out of his pocket and 
blow *Ye banks and braes' to the pen- 
sive, flat-chested lady who works him 
slippers, and puts four lumps of sugar 
into his tea. Give me, I say, wounds 
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and starting eye-balls, matted hair and 
clandestine meetings, streams of blood and 
gurgling yells. I don't object to noble- 
men, but I think that money-lenders 
make the best villains. I also require 
that the heroine be supple and light- 
some, and lissom and loose, with a 
tread like a panther, and a spring like 
_Hke '' 

"A flea," suggested my aunt. 

"What a time you men always are 
over your wine," said Conny. "What 
do you talk about?" 

" I have received an invitation." 

"What! to Thistlewood ? " asked my 
aunt. 

" Yes, where I shall no doubt be 
shot." 

"Through the heart," warbled Conny, 
with a sly laugh. 
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"Teazer, I am told, pulls a deadly 
trigger," said I, looking at Conny. 

"When do you go?" inquired my 
aunt. 

" On Monday." 

"They seem in a great hurry to have 
you," with a toss of the head. 

"The invitation was hearty and irre- 
sistible. Yet I am so perfectly happy 
at Grove End, that I have no wish to 
leave it even for a day." 

"You must make haste to come back," 
said my aunt. 

"If Teazer will let you," laughed 
Conny. 

I whispered, "Would you care if 
Teazer didn't let me ? " 

She hung her head and smUed. Her 
mamma was looking at us; having, I 
believe, overheard my question. 
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"Do you mean yes or no, Conny?'* 

She honoured me with a look; a full, 
deep, inscrutable look. The blue of her 
eyes was as fathomless as the blue of 
the heavens — and as expressionless. How- 
ever, my heart found the meaning it 
wanted in them; and if my aunt hadn't 
been watching, I should have grown 
demonstrative. 

My uncles were a long time absent. 
" What can they be doing ? " my aunt 
kept on " exclaiming. 

"Talking over business matters, no 
doubt," I replied. 

Conny went to the piano and began to 
play; and when she was in the middle 
of one of those fantasias, which you can 
only submit to listen to when they are 
played by the girl you love, the two old 
gentlemen entered. My aunt challenged 
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them pretty briskly, and sarcastieally 
expressed her surprise to see them. 

" Keally/' said she, " I quite expected 
every moment to hear you ring for break- 
fast/' 

**Tut, tutl'' cried my uncle Dick, who 
was in boisterous good spirits. "We have 
been settling the affairs of nations, and 
arranging the succession of dynasties." 

And going up to Conny, he asked her 
if she knew " Tom Bowling." 

" No." 

"Then I'll sing it for you," and down 
he sat, and sang the song excellently. 
It was curious that this big stout man, 
whose voice when he talked was a bass, 
rose into a thin clear tenor the moment 
he began to sing. "Those are the songs 
I like," said he, nodding his thanks for 
our applause. " Give me ' The Ivy Green,' 
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and * Pray Groody/ and ' I'm afloat/ before 
all your later trumpery of words and 
music, fit only for cats to wail their 
loves with. If the songs of a country 
are, as they ought to be, the expression 
of the national character, what will our 
grand-children think of the age that 
€Ould produce and enjoy the namby- 
pamby you now-Brdays hear in concerts 
and drawing-rooms? Go back to my 
young days, and look into the songs we 
used to sing. There is a manliness even 
in the most sentimental of Moore's ballads 
— a delicate reference to heroic actions 
and Irish spirit, which gives them a 
flavour you'll look for in vain in your 
modem verselets. We sang Bums then, 
and Campbell, and Byron, and Scott, and 
that was the age of Waterloo and Navsr 

rino. You should have heard Incledon 
VOL. n. 
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sing *Toin Moody/ or Bannister sing 
* Lovely Nan/ You'd have been content 
to put wadding in your ears for the 
remainder of your lives." 

And so sa3dng, he wheeled round upon 
the music-stool, and played a queer piece 
of dance music, which, he said, was called 
"Go to the Devil and shake yourseE" 

We passed the rest of the evening 
pleasantly, in hearing Conny sing, or 
listening to uncle Dick's stories, or argu- 
ing good-humouredly on a variety of 
topics until ten o'clock struck, when uncle 
Dick said he must go to bed; he had 
to be up early to catch the train for 
London, and wanted to fortify himself for 
a hot and fatiguing day. He shook my 
hand very warmly after bidding the others 
good-night, and said, "I shall expect you 
on Monday. I daresay Teazer will meet 
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you, if you let her know what train you 
arrive by. If not, our house isn't a mile 
from the station, and you won't be able 
to miss it after getting into the high 
roadL" 

I now thought it about time that I 
should be making my way home : but 
uncle Tom, seeing me prepare to leave, 
came up to me, and said, "What's your 
hurry ? I have something to say to you. 
The night is fine, and the longer you 
stay, the more brightly the moon will 
light you home." 

He then turned to his wife, who was 
watching us, and said, "My dear, I have 
something of importance to talk over 
with Charlie, and we mean to shut 
ourselves up in the library. You 
need not sit up. Send us in the 
whiskey, and we'll strive our utmost 
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to console ouiselYes for your ab- 



sence." 



41 



What a quantity of talking yon will 
have had before you go to bed ! *' ex- 
claimed his wife. " Pray what is aU this 
mighty inystery about?" 

" Some of these days you shall hear/' 
replied her husband, with a good-natured 
laugL "Now then, Charlie, bid your 
aunt and Conny good-night, and foUow 



me. 



On entering the library, whither he 
had preceded me by some minutes, as I 
had chosen to linger a little whilst I 
wished Conny good-night, I found the 
lamp lighted, glasses upon the table, and 
my imcle seated in an arm-chair near the 
open window. High overhead rode the 
brilliant moon ; the soft night-wind rustled 
the leaves of the trees ; and the wide 
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grounds lay mottled with moonsliiiie, and 
the shadows of bush and plant. I drew 
a chair to the window, Ughted a cigar, 
and, as I felt the cool air breathing upon 
my face, exclaimed, "A Turk would call 
this paradise." 

"And so might a Christian," answered 
my uncle. " We ought to be happy. 
We ought to be gratefuL I hope, I 
believe, I am. Few men have better 
reason to be satisfied with life than 
myself. I enjoy good health ; my wife 
is the best of women; my girl is dutiful 
and loving; my brothers are spared to 
delight me with their society whenever 
they choose to see me, and," he added, 
leaning forward and graaping my hand, 
"I have a nephew who is a thoroughly 
good fellow, and to whom I am as much 
attached aa if he were my son." 
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I thanked him in warm and affectionate 
terms. 

"And now what do you think of 
Dick ? " he asked. 

"I think him a very fine fellow, and 
a very fine gentleman, which I did not 
think him this momiug." 

"Ay, truly, he's a gentleman in a 
much higher sense than mere behaviour 
and the power of talking well imply. He 
is charitable to a fault ; so soft-hearted 
that he refused to be a magistrate 
because he said the position would cost 
him more than he was worth, as he never 
could agree to a conviction without en- 
dowing the families of the men he helped 
to send to goal. He and I have been 
having a long talk about you, and I am 
delighted to say that he thinks well of 
my scheme." 
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''I hope," said I, "that I didn't offend 
him by my somewhat cool reception of 
him at the bank this morning?" 

" Not at all. He likes you, and believes 
he will like you better when he knows 
you better, which is the best assurance of 
future friendship a man can hold out. • • . 
I suppose you know that he is worth 
about forty thousand pounds ? " 

"I think my father mentioned some- 
thing of the kind to me." 

"That is a great deal of money for a 
man to possess whose s tastes are inex- 
pensive, and who has only one child. 
His daughter's name, as you know, is 
Theresa. She spent a few days with me 
some months ago, and 111 bet you a hat 
that when you see her you'll think her 
as handsome a girl as is anywhere to be 
met." 
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"What's her age?" 

" One-and-twenty." 

" Fair or dark ? " 

"Neither. But don't ask me to cata- 
logue her charms, you shall judge for 
yourself. Now, my boy, I'll tell you 
what I want you to do. Dick is anxious 
to see Teazer married. He feels himself 
growing old, and has been rendered un- 
easy lately by some kind friend telling 
him that he looks an apoplectic subject. 
He told me to-night, that on the day of 
his daughter's marriage he will give her 
ten thousand pounds. My scheme — the 
scheme he thoroughly relishes — ^is for you 
to marry her, bring the money into the 
bank, and I'll make you a partner." 

I pulled my cigar out of my mouth, 
and stared at him. 

"Marry her!" I gasped. 
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" Certainly/' repKed my uncle. " Of 
course you wiU have to get her to love 
you; but that," he added with a laugh, 
"is what you call in France a fait 
entendu.^' 

"But — ^but — ^I'm not sure — ^I think — 
in fact I would rather not marry her," 
I stammered. 

"Nay, don't say that until youVe seen 
her,'' said my uncle, with a deprecating 
wave of the hand. 

"I don't want to see her." 

"My dear boy, pray consider your 
position. Outside of my bank you have 
no prospects. You micst admit that. I 
never meant you to be a clerk. The 
moment I received your father's letter, 
the idea of a marriage between you and 
Theresa occurred to me, and I was de- 
lighted with a notion that could not fail 
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to make both my brothers happy. Of 
course I could not unfold my scheme 
until I had consulted with Dick, and 
watched your progress. But Dick, I tell 
you, likes the proposal immensely, and 
you are now sufficiently acquainted with 
business to qualify you for a partnership. 
You have still much to learn, indeed; 
but you can pick the whole thing up by 
degrees/' 

'*My dear uncle,'' I cried, interrupting 
him, '* I appreciate your generosity, I am 
overcome, at least with one view of your 
liberal intentions — ^but it is too late.'' 
" Too late I what do you mean ? " 
I am already in love." 
Come, come I you are joking." 
I am already deeply in love." 
Deeply in lovel" 
"Yes — ^with your daughter." 
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"Eh!" he exclaimed, giving a little 
jump in his chair, "you don't mean- 
what? — in love with Conny?" 

I nodded 

"No, no!" he cried, with great im- 
petuosity ; " that's impossible — ^that's out 
of the question. You can't many her. 
You're not suited for each other. Con- 
sider, my dear boy, how could you sup- 
port her?" 

" I have considered nothing. All that 
I know is, I love her." 

**And what does she say?" 

"She asks for time." 

" What !" he cried, lost in amazement^ 
*'have you proposed?" 

"Yes," I gasped, "and she asked me 
to give her time." 

"Does my wife know?" 

"I believe she does." 
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" And she has never dropped me a hint. 
Upon my word, this is not the first time 
things have happened in my house, right 
under my nose, which all the worid haa 
seen but me. But it's out of the question. 
My plans are formed, and they don't in- 
clude your marriage with Conny. No. 
Your wife must be Theresa. You are 
made for each other. When I die, who 
do I leave behind me to keep the bank 
going? Thi3 has been on my mind for 
years. But when I got your father's letter 
I instantly saw my way. You should 
marry Theresa, who . would bring you a 
fortune to put into the concern, and 
Conny should wait until some eligible 
young man offered for her hand, and then 
I'd make him a partner. You two would 
carry on the business after my death. 
Conny is sure to marry sooner or later. 
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she is too pretty to remain single. As 
to the objections you could make against 
marrying a woman for her money, I can 
anticipate them all by simply showing you 
that your partnership will be a hand- 
some equivalent for the fortune she 
brings." 

" Too late 1 too late I " I muttered, look- 
ing at the moon. 

**Why the deuce didn't my wife speak 
to me about this nonsense ? '' asked my 
uncle, who was evidently fretting over her 
secret share in the matter. "But all 
women are alike. No matter which way 
the current runs, you 11 find them rowing 
against it. Why, surely she can't see 
her way in your marriage with Conny ?" 

"For God's sake don't poo-pooh me," 
I cried. "You don't know how I love 
her." 
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"I don't want to know. I would 
much rather not hear. The thing's a 
mistake. I never expected it. It must 
end. You're a fine fellow, and I would 
as soon see you Conny's husband as 
another man. But there are obstacles not 
to be got over under a larger sum of 
money than you possess. Don't disap- 
point me. Don't object and argue. My 
scheme is perfect. I maintain it is a 
magnificent scheme. It assures your for- 
tune ; it assures the permanency of the 
bank; it increases our capital; it gratifies 
my brother, and will please your father." 

I pufied furiously at my cigar, too 
much overcome to speak. I suppose he 
must have seen how completely upset I 
was, for dropping his somewhat energetic 
and expostulatory tone, he said in his 
kindest manner. 
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*'Well, Charlie, we won't discuss the 
subject any further to-night It is only 
reasonable, after all, that it should take 
you by surprise. I have a sound con- 
fidence in your good sense, and have no 

doubt whatever, that after you have 
turned the matter over once or twice 
in your mind, you will agree with me 
in thinking my plan a remarkably fine 
one." 

" Never ! " I muttered to myself. 
" Never ! " 

"Or what is better," he continued, 
"instead of disturbing yourself with 
reflections, wait until you have met 
Theresa. If she doesn't bring you to her 
feet, may this glass be my poison!" 

"You don't consider my feelings," I 
said, bitterly. "You forget that I am 
already in love." 
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'*Well, well, wait till you have met 
Theresa.'* 

I'll wait," said I, grimly. 
You think my scheme a splendid one, 
don't you?" 

"It is like selling your soul to the 
devil, to marry a woman only for her 
money!" I burst out 

"You'll marry her for love — ^mark my 
words." 

"Lovel how many hearts do you think 
I have ? but no matter — ^I'U wait." 

Here I got up, for I was really afraid 
of growing hysterical. 

"Your father will jump for joy when 
he hears of this," said my uncle, squeezing 
my hand. 

Now, whether I vxis hysterical, or 
whether my sense of the ridiculous was 
deeply stirred by the ludicrous image of 
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my taU and stately father jumping for 
joy, I burst into a loud laugh, in which 
my uncle joined; and half choking with 
a fit of merriment that was really made 
ghastly by its approximation to the most 
morbid and passionate thoughts, I rushed 
^way from the housa 
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CHAPTER IL 

" From better habitations spum'd, 
Beluctant dost thou roveP 
Or grieve for friendship tmretum'd, 
Or unregarded love P " 

Ooldsmith, 

On reaching my lodgings I went to bed; 
but I might as well have sat up, for the 
dawn brightened into clear dayKght before 
I closed my eyes. I lay thinking over 
my uncle's scheme and abusing it, and 
wishing he had been bom an idiot rather 
than that his mind should have stumbled 
upon an idea so peculiarly disagreeable. 
What chiefly worried me was not his 
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wish that I should many Theresa — ^for 
really that was a matter altogether in 
my power, and a circumstance over 
which nobody but myself could have any 
control — ^but the very decided manner in 
which he had expressed himself against 
my love for Conny I had not expected 
it. I felt insulted. I considered that my 
pride had received a wound. I had made 
sure that he would have welcomed my 
love for his daughter with irrepressible 
dehght He wa^ so amiable a man, with 
so mild a manner, that the warm way in 
which he had attempted to annihilate my 
hopes impressed and ajffected me as if he 
had flown in a passion. 

But I needn't inflict all my thoughts 
upon you. It is enough to say that 
before falling asleep I had made up my 
mind to allow no earthly power to sunder 
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me from my adored, and many me to a 
woman I already disliked before having 
seen. 

My uncle was very friendly next day, 
but did not allude to the subject of our 
evening's conversation. He asked me to 
dine with him, and I consented; for I 
wanted to talk to my aunt, and get her 
advice and sympathy. I felt very much 
disposed to be cool and haughty with my 
uncle, to let all the fine gentleman that 
was pent up in my bosom fly out, and 
resent his ruthless intrusion on what a 
young lady once called in my hearing, 
"The innermost recesses of the most 
secret shrine within the holy of holies of 
the heart's core." But his amiability dis- 
armed me. The antiseptic dews of his 
generous nature fell upon my temper, and 
kept it sweet in spite of my earnest belief 
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that the sleeping lion inside me ought to 
get up, stiffen his tail, and shake the 
forests. 

My aunt and Conny were out when I 
got to Grove End, and did not return 
until twenty minutes before dinner-time, 
so that I could have no conversation 

imtil we had dined. At table, I was 

« 

very calm and pensive, and felt so senti- 
mental, that I think, had I been asked, 
I could have written an ode fit to appear 
in any private album. I watched Conny 
incessantly : too much so, I fear, for I 
believe I embarrassed her. I wish she had 
laughed : I wish she* had sneered : I wish 
she had insulted me. I wanted steeling' 
But no I she gave me thrilling looks,- kept 
her countenance, and eat so languidly, that 
my heart leapt up, like Wordsworth's when 
he saw the blue sky; I believed that her 
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father's scheme had been unfolded to hep 
and that the fear of losing me had taught 
her to know she loved ! 

Neither my uncle nor aunt conversed 
with their wonted ease. A cloud over- 
hung us. I noticed that, when Thomas 
spoke, his wife grew absent ; that when 
he addressed her, she grew disdainful. 
Yes ! there had been a quarrel ; no, not 
a quarrel, but an argument. 

" She's a woman," I thought, regarding 
her affectionately ; " and all women are on 
the side of sentiment versus lucre ; passion 
versus fine houses : emotion versus Gillow's 
furniture. She will be my friend : fight 
for me against her husband, and Dick, 
and Teazer : save me from being married 
in spite of my screams, and finally hand 
me victorious to her lovely, blushing 
Conny." 



MY UNOLE'8 SCHEME. 39 

After dinner my uncle asked me to 
smoke a cigar with him in the library. 
I thanked him, and declined, I wanted 
to get to my aunt, and felt as if the* 
smell of a cigar would make me ill. 

" Why, what's the matter with you ? ' 
he exclaimed, looking at me earnestly. 
''Not smoke!" 

"Sometimes I don't care about smok- 
ing," said I. 

"So much the better. I have often 
thought that you smoke too much. 
"Where are you going?" 

"Into the grounds. I find this room 
uncommonly warm." 

"By the way, I mentioned our con- 
versation to my wife, and I am mortified 
to find her opposed to the scheme. The 
fact is, women never will take practical 
views. They don't seem able to under- 
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stand that money is necessary for life ; 
and many of them, I am persuaded, 
believe that their husbands have nothing 
'to do, when a bill comes in, but to ga 
out of doors and pick enough money 
out of the soil to pay it with. I can 
quite understand her liking you so well 
as to regret that it is out of our power 
to sanction your marriage with Conny ; 
but I can^t understand her thinjdng such 
a match desirable, when she knows that 
— ^through no &ult of yours — you couldn't 
support a wife." 

I'd rather talk in the open air," I 
answered. "This room is very oppres- 
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sive. 



"Very well. Ill foUow you presently. 

I am very glad to see that you are 

beginning to take to my scheme 
kindly." 
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" I ! " but I wouldn't argue. 

"The simple fact is," lie contiiiued, 
"that my wife, like all mothers, is jealous 
of anybody receiving the attention which 

she thinks her daughter has a right to 
before all other young ladies. K it came 
to the point, you would find her as 
averse to your marriage with Conny as 
I am ; but as it hasn't come to the point, 
she frets — the silly woman ! — over the 
idea of Theresa getting the admiration 
which she claims for her girl." 

" She needn't," said I. " However, 
youll join me presently." And I went 
out. 

Conny was on the lawn, but my aunt 
was in the drawing-room. 

"Well, aunt," I exclaimed, bluntly, 
taking a seat beside her, "what do you 
think of your husband's scheme ? " 
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"It is all fudge and nonsense/' she 
answered. *' He was angry with me last 
night after you left, for having concealed 
my suspicions from him that you were 
fond of Conny. But, as I told him, I 
choose to have my secrets as well as 
he/' 

"I am not going to marry Theresa," 
I said. " I am not going down to a 
man's house to make love to his daughter, 
and ask her to be my wife, as if I were 
a curiosity-dealer taking a journey in order 
to drive a bargain for a piece of china. 
My uncle knows that I am in love with 
Conny, and, although he pooh-poohs me, 
never will he get me to alter my senti- 
ments, and forsake her for a woman who 
shoots pistols ! " 

" Thomas knows my sentiments about 
his scheme," said my aunt, with a toss 
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of Iter head. " I am only surprised that 
two brothers should put their noses 
together and discuss marriage as if it 
were a matter of buying and selling. 
Were Kichard to ask my opinion — ^though 
he never would, for he has a most degraded 
notion of women's mind's — I shouldn't 
scruple to tell him that he was acting in 
a most unfatherly manner in making his 
fortune the chief attraction of his daughter, 
instead of insisting that she should be 
loved only for herself." 

**My sentiments to a t ! " I cried, grasp- 
ing her hand, "and I honour you for 
having the courage to express them." 

"But it is too true," she continued, 
^*that men who have been mixed up all 
their lives in business matters become at 
last unable to take any but a mercenary 
view of life." 
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"Yes, and the worst is, that com- 
mercial views of things are always so 
disagreeable to one's wishes. Mustn't thift 
be an abominable world where you are 
not allowed to put one leg before the 
other, unless you can pull out your 
purse, and show you have enough in it 
to pay for the privUege of walking I " 

" Odious I " 

" Talk of man 1 " I cried. " Why, man 
is the most miserable of all created 
things. Birds, and fish, and animals, 
come into the world already clothed; all 
degrees of temperature are pretty much 
alike to them; they are prepared for 
changes. Their breakfasts, dinners, and 
suppers lie scattered for them upon the 
face of the world, and all they have to 
do is to eat and drink They may pair 
without anybody's consent; they've got no 
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relations to interfere, and no marriage 
settlements to make them hate each other. 
But man is born naked, with a skin so 
sensitive that heat and cold give him 
equal tortures. He has got to dig for 
his food, without being sure of finding 
any. He is kicked if he hasn't money, 
and is plundered if he has. If he falls 
in love with a woman, it is a hundred 
to one that he marries somebody else, for 
thousands of obstacles are piled up in 
his way. Worse than all, he's cursed 
with thought and memory; so that, how- 
ever happy he tries to be in the present, 
there's always misery enough in the past 
to poison his existing bliss, and uncer- 
tainty enough in the future to make him 
dread to look forward," 

Saying which I ground my teeth. 

"It is all too true," replied my aunt, 
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dolefully; "and there can be no doubt 
that man is a wretch in more senses than 
one. But I wouldn't be cast down if I 
were you. Tou have a friend in me." 

"Thanks — ^thanks; I know I have." 

"And it really needn't follow that, 
because you visit your other cousin at 
Thistlewood, you need marry her." 

"Certainly not. No human power — 
but I won't boast. Time shall prove. 
Tour husband's scheme wouldn't give me 
a moment's uneasiness, if it were not for 
the decided objection he expressed to my 
loving Conny. For who could force me 
to marry Theresa if I declined ? " And I 
folded my arms and fixed a steady gaze 
on my aunt's cap. 

"Oh, as to my husband, leave him to 
me," said my aunt, with a profound nod. 
"It is true that he can sometimes have 
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his secrets; but/' she added, proudly, **I 
can always have my way." 

He objects because I am poor." 
Yes, he told me his reasons this 
morning, and I gave him mine for wish- 
ing to see you my daughter's husband. 
I warned him against Mr. Curling. I 
said, ' I have eyes in my head, and can 
see that Charlie will make her happy. 
But if you drive your nephew into loving 
another woman, as sure as you are a 
man, Conny will grow sentimental again 
over your cashier. How are you to help 
it?' I asked him, *You bring no young 
men to the house : she sees no society ; 
if she isn't actually in love with Charlie, 
she told me enough to persuade me that 
it will not be long before she loves him.' 
But he pish'd and pshaw'd, and pooh« 
pooh'd me down, and told me I was 
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interfering, and that I was foolish to 
imagine for a moment that there had 
been anything serious between Conny and 
Mr. Curling. You'd be surprised to know 
iow very stubborn Thomas can be when 
Jbe likes." 

"What," I asked, "is there to prevent 
3iim from making me a partner? He 
means that I should join him if I many- 
Theresa ; what's to prevent me joining 
him should I marry Conny? Perhaps if 
you were to suggest this to him, it might 
^ve him an idea." 

I'll not touch upon the bank nor 
discuss the matter in a mercenary way 
^t alL Thomas knows very well what 
he can afford; and I should certainly 
think it very hard if, after working all 
these years, and obliging me to be polite 
to objectionable people merely for their 
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tiustom, he hasn't money enough to enable 
his (laughter to marry the man of my 
choice. I am quite content to threaten 
him with Mr. Curling. He has a very 
good opinion of my judgment, and I 
often hear him repeating my remarks 
for his own, forgetting where he got 
them." 

Here unfortunately we were interrupted 
hy his entering the room, followed by 
Oonny. Had it not been for her daughter's 
presence, I believe that my aunt would 
have attacked her husband pretty freely, 
for she had worked herself up into a 
great state of excitement, and stood in 
iio need of further provocation to speak 
her mind. He perfectly well knew what 
we had been talking about, and depre- 
cated his wife's stern gaze with a bland 
smile; then expressed his surprise to find 
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me indoors after my recent complaint of 
the heat. 

I liked him so well, was under so 
many obligations to him, and was so 
sensible that, though his scheme was 
entirely obnoxious to me, he had never- 
theless contrived it in the generous hope 
of forwarding my interests, that it was 
quite impossible for me to be reserved or 
cool to him. I told him that I should 
be glad to smoke a cigar out of doors, a 
proposal he eagerly welcomed, being, as 
I could see, extremely anxious to avoid 
any discussion with his wife in my pre- 
sence. I thought, when we were alone, 
that he would ask me what my aunt 
and I had been talking about, and made 
up my mind to answer him freely. 
Instead, he resolutely avoided the sub- 
ject. Conny joined us : and, after a 



1 



MY TTNGLWS SCHEME. 51 

quarter of an hour's conversation, lie 
returned to the house, leaving me alone 
with my cousin. 

"I wonder your papa allows us to be 
alone," said I. "He ought to keep 
between us, since he so strongly objects 
to my loving you." 

" How dreadfully plain-spoken you are, 
Charlie. You oughtn't to talk to me in 
this manner." 

" You know I love you," I answered, 
" and your father knows it, and every- 
body knows it. What's the use of con- 
cealment, then ? " 

"I suppose," said she, with delicious 
coyness, "papa thinks there would be 
no use in his interfering between us for 
once only, since you are here every 
day, and can be with me when he is 
away." 
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"Do you know," I asked, looking at 
her askew, "that your papa and I had 
a — a conversation last night after we left 
you ? " 

" Indeed 1 " 

" Haven't you heard ? " 

"Mamma said something about it this 
morning." 

" I told him that after I had won 
your love, I should want to marry you : 
and he said, it was out of the question." 

"Why will you talk about loving and 
marrying me ? " she asked, a little pee- 
vishly; and then instantly changing her 
tone, and letting me look down deep into 
her eyes, she said, "How do you know I 
will ever marry you ? " 

"I'll omihe you love me." 

"Don't speak so fiercely. You quite 
frighten me." 



IfT UNCLE'S SCHEME. 53 

"Oh, Conny, for God's sake don't jest 
with my feelings," I groaned. 

"You want people to love you at first 
sight." 

" People 1 ! " 

"You promised that you wouldn't speak 
to me about — ^about your feelings again 
until I gave you leave." 

" And I'd have kept my word, if your 
father hadn't told me he would not sanc- 
tion our marriage." 

"I should hope he wouldn't sanction it 

yet." 

" How can you talk like that ? But I 
didn't ask him to sanction it. In fact, 
I don't remember speaking about our 
marriage. He wanted me to make love 
to Theresa, and I told him that was 
impossible, because I was in love with 
you. And I shaU always consider — fond 
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as I am of him — ^that he spoke to me 
rather heartlessly." 

"Why do you object to do what he 
wants ? " she inquired, with a slight raising 
of the eyebrows, which was peculiar to 
her, and which made a complete conun- 
drum of the expression that her face 
might happen to wear. 

"Why do you ask? You know." 

"Have you heard that she is very 
pretty ? " 

" There is only one pretty woman in 
the world, and her name is Conny." 

She could not help looking pleased ; 
a bright colour came into her face, and 
she was silent. When I peeped at her 
again, the colour had faded, and she was 
as pensive and down-looking as any 
nun. 

"Conny," I whispered, in my softest 



MF JJN0LW8 SCHEME. 65 

voice, "if you will only tell me you love 
me, and will consent to marry me, your 
father must give way. The decision that 
is to make me supremely happy or 
supremely miserable rests with you, not 
with him." 

"Charlie," she answered, in a voice a 
very great deal softer than mine, "you 
must give me time. Some of these days 
I may be able to answer you decisively; 
but you must never talk* of moMng me 
love you, for if I don't turn to you natu- 
rally, I shall never turn to you at alL 
Besides, you ought to see Theresa. You 
might like her better than me '' 

"Oh! ohl" 

" You might find her a far more 
suitable wife than ever I could make you, 
and might think her infinitely prettier." 

" I might become a king. I might 
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take the moon out of the sky^ and put 
it in my pocket And I mightn't." 

"At all events I am determined not 
to hear another word from you until you 
have seen her. You must be tried a 
little before I make up my mind The 
old saying is, *no man can be considered 
honest until he has been tempted'" 

" If that is your opinion of me," said 
I, "it is quite right that I should go 
to Thistlewood I want to be tested I 
only hope that I may find Theresa per- 
fectly beautiful, and thoroughly womanly^ 
and brilliantly clever, and superfine in 
every point, to prove that, compared ta 
you, she will be no more to me than 
that bush." 

" Very well ; and now, not another 
word until you come back. Give me 
your word" 
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"All right," I groaned "But I wish 
you'd let me take away some Kttle re- 
membrance, some dear promise, some 
sweet word of hope, to comfort me in 
my absence." 

She laughed, blushed, turned pale, 
looked at me, shook her head, and ex- 
claimed, 

"No — it is too late; you have pledged 
your word, and you mustn't ask me for 
a sign of any kind until you return from 
Thistlewood." 

And the evasive little creature, with 
her hair shining like spangles in the rays, 
of the setting sun, danced a minuet 
across the lawn, and vanished within the 
house. 



CHAPTER in. 



Isaac, "Grood lack, with what eyes a father sees! 
As I have life she is the very reverse of all this." 

The Duenna, 

Monday morning came; a still and hazy 
morning, portentous of noontide heat. I 
had not written to uncle Richard to tell 
him the train I meant to leave by, for two 
reasons : I didn't want to give him or his 
daughter the trouble of meeting me, and 
as there were several trains during the day, 
I could not say at what hour I might take 
it into my head to start. 

However, as it was not possible for me 
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to see Conny, and as the time promised 
to hang tediously upon my hands, I sent 
the landlady for a fly, packed a carpet- 
bag, and started to catch a train that left 
^t half-past twelve. 

On my way to the station, I stopped 
^t the bank to bid my imcle a final 
farewell, but found him out. 

"I hope you'll enjoy yourself," said 
Mr. Curling, with a grave face. 

" I hope I may." 

"Will you be long absent?" 

"I don't know. Perhaps a week; per- 
haps a fortnight. Good-bye." And out 
I went. 

Great heaven ! as I recall the nod I 
^ave him, I am amazed to think how 
full of the unexpected the future is. 
You shake a man by the hand and 
leave him, and by the time you meet 
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him again, everything the least likely to 
occur has happened. Though you held 
him the most honest of living beings, he 
is committed for forgery; or though you 
thought him doomed to be a struggling 
man all his life, he has made a fortune 
on the Stock Exchange, and is sur- 
rounded by architects with plans for a 
mansion ; or though you considered him 
a very ordinary-minded person, he has 
just acknowledged himself the author of 
a book the world has gone into ecstacies 
over. So shifting is this life, it is scarcely 
possible to turn your back upon the most 
familiar object, without finding it changed 
on looking at it again. It is a panto- 
mime, but not a droll one. Harlequin 
Time does indeed frisk it merrily; but 
there is too much of the scythe about 
his rod, too much tragedy about the 
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metamorphoses he works, to make us 
think him diverting. 

It was a little after half-past twelve 
when I got into the train, and it was 
very nearly half-past two when I got 
out. Thistlewood Station was a little 
platform, backed by a diminutive shed, 
with a great hill running up behind it 
I asked a porter the way to Mr. Har- 
grave's house, and he directed me to a 
high road. 

This high road was terribly dusty and 
dazzling to the eyes. There was not an 
inch of shade to right or left of it to 
protect me from the overpowering rays 
of the sun. Worst of all, for half a 
mile at least, it was a steep hilL I felt 
my face gradually turning to the colour 
of a boiled lobster as I toiled along, and 
deplored my want of foresight in not 
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providing against this sweltering exertion^ 
by asking my uncle to send his carriage 
to meet me. 

On either side was a boimdless extent 
of corn-fields, with never a sigh of air to 
distmrb their yellowing heads. On reach- 
ing the summit of the hill, however, I 
was cheered by a very extensive view, 
not indeed comparable in beauty to that 
which was to be obtained from any of 
the lulls about Updown, but exceedingly 
pretty, nevertheless. Far away down on 
the level plains were little white villages, 
shining amid groups of trees. A long 
line of railroad ruled the landscape, along 
which rolled a white cloud, that no 
doubt represented the train I had just 
quitted. The slate-coloured hills of the 
far-off horizon stood sharp and weU- 
defined against the pale blue sky. 
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I trudged forward, gasping for air, and 
stopping frequently to press a handker- 
chief to my forehead, until I espied, at 
the extreme end of the road, a long wall 
bounding a perfect forest of trees. In a 
few minutes I had gained a gate sur- 
mounted by stone effigies. Close at hand 
was a lodge. I pulled the bell, and on 
a man presenting himself, inquired if this 
were Mr. Hargrave's house? It was. 
The gate was opened, and I passed out of 
the broiling road ^ into a deliciously cool 
avenue, with deep glades and sunny 
openings among the trees, under which 
I observed some young deer browsing. 
The whole place was aJive with the 
pipings of birds. Such a babel of airy 
voices I never before heard. 

I was stepping pretty briskly along 
the avenue, wondering what sort of recep- 
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tion I should get, and whether my uncle 
was as cheery and hearty a man in his 
own house as he was out of it, when I 
suddenly heard the word " Halt ! " uttered 
in a loud, clear, imperious female voice, 

I looked about me, being uncertain 
from which side of the avenue the voice 
had proceeded, and seeing nobody, was 
in the act of advancing again, when 
bang ! went the report of a pistol, so 
close and so loud, that, for the moment, 
I actually believed myself shot, and pulled 
off my hat, feeling pretty sure that I 
should find a bullet hole in it. 

"Good God!" I thought. "What is 
the meaning of this ? " 

A thin cloud of blue smoke curled up 
from a tree on the right, and, as I 
gazed with a stupefied air in that direc- 
tion, the tall commanding figure of a 
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woman stepped forward, and approached 
me. 

"Why didn't you halt when I ordered 
you?" she demanded, fixing a pair of 
•dark, guttering eyes on me. 

I looked at her with amazement. She 
was dressed in a tight-fitting body, with 
^ long skirt, which she held up in one 
hand, whilst she grasped a small revolver 
in the other. On her head was a large 
garden hat which threw so dark a shadow 
over her face that I could master no 
more of its details than the keen bright 
«yes. Could this be my cousin Theresa? 

I was so much astonished by the report 
of the pistol, and her peremptory address, 
that I quite forgot my manners. I had 
hastily put my hat on, and there I kept 
it. " You may bless your stars," she 
exclaimed, "that I didn't take the curl 
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out of your mustache with a pistol ball. 
I could do it. Do you doubt me ? Turn 
your face round, so that I get your 
profile." 

And she levelled her pistol full at my 
head. 

"Who are you?" I stammered; "and 
what do you mean to do? Put that 
pistol down. Don't you know that you 
can't play with a more dangerous toy ? 

"Turn your face round as I order you, 
sir," was her answer. 

"I shall do no such thing," I said, 
picking up my carpet bag, which I had 
dropped, but furtively watching her move- 
ments with indescribable anxiety. 

"Oh," she exclaimed, to my inexpres- 
sible relief, turning the muzzle of the 
pistol aside, "if you are afraid, that is 
another matter. However, for the future. 
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when I order you to stop, I should advise 
you to do so." 

And so saying, she wheeled round, and 
disappeared among the trees. 

I hastened forward, not doubting for a 
moment that, whether she was my cousin 
or not, she was not in possession of her 
reason, and congratulating myself on what 
I could not but consider a very narrow 
escape of my life. In a few moments I 
reached the house, a fine old building 
with a great door and many windows, 
the upper ones hooded, and a broad 
carpet of grass all round it, on to 
which the queerest little doors opened, 
with large bow-windows on the ground- 
floor. 

The door was opened by a corpulent 
man in a claret-coloured livery, and a 
groggy eye, who, on my asking if Mr» 
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Hargrave was within, cocked his head, 
and reflected a little before he answered, 

"He is, sir." 

"Well, show me in, and tell Mr. Har- 
grave I am here." 

"I will, sir," answered the man, whose 
accent intimated his nationality pretty 
powerfully. 

I thought him a bit of a fool, or perhaps 
new to his place, and entered the hall, 
remarking, however, that he shrank away 
from me as I passed him. Burnt up by 
the sun, and blinded by the glare in the 
road, and wearied by my walk, and half- 
choked with dust, and, above all, utterly 
disgusted with the extraordinary behaviour 
of the young lady of the avenue, I flung 
my hat and bag pettishly on the hall 

table and marched into a long, handsome 
drawing-room, the fat man-servant mean- 
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while watching me intently as I entered, 
and hurriedly banging the door to when 
I was within. 

I threw myself into an arm-chair, 
thankful for the privilege of resting my- 
self, and glanced languidly around the 
spacious room. In any other mood I 
should have found a great deal to admire; 
but I was so vexed and amazed by my 
reception in the avenue, and so irritated 
by the imbecile behaviour of the footman, 
that I could think of nothing else. 

However, I had scarcely been seated a 
minute when my uncle came in. 

" How are you ? how are you ? " he 
cried, grasping my hand. " Delighted to 
see you and to welcome you. Why 
didn't you let us know the train you 
came by? We would have saved you a 
scorching walk." 
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" I wish I had," I answered ; " that hill 
near the station has nearly been the death 
of me," 

"Ay, that road in summer is awfuL 
But a glass of seltzer and brandy will 
soon set you right," and he rang the 
bell. "How did you leave them at Grove 
End ? " he inquired. 

" They are all very well" 

" They're a happy family, aren't they ? 
It always does me good to spend a day 
or two with Tom. He has the very best 
nature in the world." 

Here my fat friend entered. How the 
fool stared at me ! I thought there must 
be something extraordinary in my appear- 
ance, and under that impression, got 
up, after he had left the room, and 
looked at myself in the glass. 

"Oh, don't mind being a little sun- 
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burnt/' called out my uncle, who mis- 
took my object "I like men well 
tanned." 

"Indeed," said I, "I was looking to 
see what there could be in my face to 
cause your man to stare at me," 

" Did he ? Pray don't mind him. He's 
an Irishman and a faithful fellow, though 
not a smart waiter. I keep him for his 
wit, which is sometimes first-rate. He 
came to me with a high character out 
of Lord Lavender's family. Every Hiber- 
nian must be forgiven something. You 
know what Burke said: *A11 Irish- 
men carry a bit of potato in their 
heads.'" 

Just then the man returned. He fixed 
his little black eyes on me as he handed 
me the foaming draught, and for the life 
of me I couldn't help bursting into a 
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kugh wlum, on quitting the room, he 
Hiarad at vm intcjntlj, whikt he bIowIj 
dimt'A the drx^n 

*'Tbat lm» refreshed you, hai^n't it?'*^ 
Haid my uncle. 

'^ Yen, thunk you. By the way, I must 
wk you not to he surprised or shocked 
if you catch me drinking more brandy 
tlian may seem good for me whilst I am 
with you. I don't possess my father's 
iron nerves, and liave a foreboding that 
I shall stand in need of strong stimulants 
to sustain mo." 

'' What now, Charlie ? " 

*'Did you hoar a shot fired about ten 
minutes ago ? " 

''A what?" 

^'A shot." 

•' No." 

"My life has boon attempted," said L 
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^^ Where? When? By whom?" cried 
my uncle, staring at me. 

" In your avenue, and by a tall lady 
in a tight-fitting dress, whom I have 
strong reasons for suspecting to be your 
daughter." 

His face relaxed, and he burst out into 
one of his stunning roars of laughter. 

"Tell me what the minx did?" he 
shouted. 

I told him. Again the room resounded 
to his roar. As there was really nothing 
in the incident to occasion so much 
violent hilarity, I assumed that his sense 
of the ridiculous was aggravated by the 
pertinacious gravity of my face. 

" Excuse me ! excuse me 1 " he cried. 
" It was wrong — ^it was rude — but oh t 
what an idea 1 what an idea 1 Did you 
think you were shot ? " 
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**lEift^Y^ I had no time to tliink. I 
wau» too much murprised by the lady's 
very novel reception of her father's guest, 
to reflect upon my danger.** 

**Nay, don't be annoyed by the child's 
non^nse/' he exclaimed, recovering his 
composure. "She is very much to blame 
for alarming you, and I shall rate her 
soundly for her conduct." 

"Oh, pray say no more about it, uncle. 
I confess she surprised me, but I should 
be very sorry for her to think that I am 
offended One thing I must hasten to 
do when we meet : I must vindicate my 
character from the charge of cowardice. 
She looked so very fierce, and levelled 
her loaded pistol in so very threatening 
a manner, that the stoutest hero might 
well have been allowed to feel a little 
timid." 
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" I wish," answered my uncle, looking 
now thoroughly annoyed, " that she would 
give up this foolish practice of firing 
pistols. I like to think my girl plucky; 
but every day I expect to hear of some 
accident. Ever since her mother's death, 
she has had her own way in everything— 
though, for all that, I don't think her 
nature has been spoilt by my indulgence." 
He said this with a shake of the head, 
that plainly said, "I am sure it hasn't." 

" You have a charming house," said I, 
anxious to change the subject, now that 
I saw he was annoyed. 

"Not such a snuggery as Tom's," he 
answered, and took me to a window at 
the back of the drawing-room, which 
commanded a fair view of the grounds, 
and told me of some titled poet, I forget 
what lord, who had resided here in seven- 



76 MY UNCLE'S SCHEME. 

teea hundred and something four, and of 
the several famous people, such as Wilkea 
and Foote, and Selwyn, whom his lord- 
ship had entertained. These memories 
appeared to constitute its great charm in 
his eyes, and it was with no smaU pride 
that he told me there was a room up- 
stairs, in which Soame Jenyns had written 
his "Art of Dancing." (I quote from 
memory, and won't be sure that I give 
the right names.) Had he only guessed 
how tired I was, he would have reserved 
his gossip. 

He presently asked me if I would like 
to go to my bed-room, and on my answer- 
ing yes, laid hold of my carpet bag — 
which by the way he laughed at, desiring 
me to tell l^im what time I meant to 
spend at his house — and conducted me 
to a room furnished so luxuriously, and 
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commanding so fine a view, that I 
couldn't liave been more impressed, had 
I been shown into a state bed-chamber 
at Windsor Castle. 

"There," said he, looking round him 
with a glowing face, "in this room, my 
boy, I have been told, on the very best 
authority, Smollett corrected the last pages 
of his * Adventures of an Atom.* What 
do you say to that?^' 

" I have read ' Roderick Random,' " I 
answered, "and think it in parts as funny 
^ ^Pickwick.'" 

"No, nol" he exclaimed, seating him- 
self near the open window, whilst I, 
seeing it was not his intention to leave, 
pulled off my coat, and fell to cooling 
my face in a basin of water, "nothing 
equal to Pickwick was ever written. 
Dickens is a truer humourist than Smollett, 
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and what's more/' he added, warmly, 
"there are portions of his writings of 
which the irony is as good as anything^ 
to be found in Swift. Tell me in what 
particular Dickens isn't a match for any 
writer that's gone before him? His 
knowledge of human nature is as great as 
Fielding's ; his pathos is deeper and truer 
than Sterne's; he is as tender as Gold- 
smith, and far funnier than Smollett, who 
is always farcical when he is comical I 
love this great man, and reverence him 
for the noble use he has made of his 
noble genius. May the day never break," 
he exclaimed, with a solemnity that 
astonished me, "when Dickens shall cease 
to be admired; for then surely wiU aU 
the fine qualities that make up the 
English character, the love of country, 
sympathy with the suffering, affection for 
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the past, hatred of cant, and devotion to 
all that is manly and honest and true, 
have perished from among us. Whilst 
these qualities last Dickens wiU last; his 
fame rests upon them." 

So saying, he pulled out a cigar-case, 
asked me if I would smoke, and on my 
declining, began to puff away like a 
steam-engine. 

"We may do what we like here," said 
he, with a grin. 

" Nothing to beat liberty," I replied. 

"And yet," said he, expelling a great 
cloud of smoke with a sigh, "our hap-- 
piest days are most often the days of 
restraint. When my poor wife was alive 
my liberties were jealously curtailed ; and 
now I would give up every liberty I 
possess to clasp her dear hand again, to 
look into her dear eyes." 
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"Does Theresa resemble you or her 
mother ? " 

"There is a mingling of us both in 
her. But the mother preponderates. She 
has profound passions, the deepest nature 
a woman ever had. Such tenderness I 
such generous impulses I She has not her 
equal." 

Good gracious 1 I thought. How affec- 
tion blinds us ! Tender, indeed — con- 
• found her ! she nearly killed me 1 And 
here I thought of Conny, and inwardly 
groaned, " Always thine, my own I faith- 
ful unto the endl" 

" Shall we go down-stairs ? " asked my 
uncle. 

" I am ready," I replied ; and we left 
the room. But we didn't go down-stairs 
at once. My uncle was very proud of 
his house, and was evidently determined 
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to lose no time in showing me over 
it. My amiability was proof against my 
weariness; but I really shuddered at the 
prospect of being shown into, perhaps, 
twenty rooms, and detained on each 
threshold in order to hear the literary 
and social history that made up the 
interest of the floors and walls. 

However, our progress was not so 
tedious a3 I had feared. On entering one 
room, indeed, my misgivings returned: 
for, in this room somebody of import- 
ance had, in a fit of intoxication, played 
a practical joke of a very awful nature, 
the effect of which was to render a negro 
imbecile for life; but, after this narrative^ 
we got on pretty briskly. 

A very few words will describe the 
house. It was ftdl of long passages and 
rooms, into which I was constantly 

YOL. n, G 
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stumbling, owing to the majority of them 
being sunk a foot or so beneath the level 
of the corridors. Some of them were 
empty : those that were furnished were 
furnished handsomely. One side of the 
roof was flat, and my uncle led me 
through a trap-door^ whence we emerged 
into so broiling a sun, and on to a floor 
so burning, that I darted hastily down 
the staircase, protesting that if I wasn't 
killed by a sunstroke, I should be roasted 
alive. He told me that, in the cool of 
the evening, it was a great treat to sit 
upon this roof, "for from it," said he, 
^'you may obtain as fine a prospect as 
any to be found in England." 

I was beginning to grow somewhat 
curious to meet my cousin, and to exa- 
mine with calmness and courage a young 
lady who thought nothing of enforcing 
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her commands with a revolver; but my 
uncle had not yet done with his house. 
I was to see the library before I was to 
be allowed to take mine ease. I hardly 
cared enough about books in those days 
to feel an interest in his collection. He 
was a complete Oldbuck in his devotion 
to old volumes, broadsides, tracts, and 
scarce editions. Many of his books, he 
assured me, as he stood with his back to 
the door, complacently surveying the large 
collection that was ranged, row upon 
row, round the walls, were worth their 
weight in gold. 

"Here," said he, pulling out a folio, 
** is a book for which I gave eight guineas, 
and for which I should consider myself 
insulted by an offer of twenty. Look at 
those engravings. You might search a 
thousand libraries, and not find this gem." 
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The name of the book I forget : but I 
wouldn't own that the engraving he 
opened the book at, and pointed to with 
immense triumph, struck me as very 
rude, and not to be compared with 
illustrations to be found in modem books* 
costing only a few shillings. Bibliomania 
must be humoured, like any other form 
of madness. I waa bitten with it myself 
not many years ago, and thought more of 
old bundles of iUegible print stitched in 
parchment, well perforated with moths and 
worms, than of emeralds and diamonds. 
He pulled down several other volumes to 
show me, explaining their value aad 
chattering about their contents in a style 
which convinced me that he was one of 
the very few book-buyers who are book- 
readers. I grew at last so thoroughly 
tired of having to stand and feign 
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attention and interest, that I proposed 
that we should return to the drawing- 
room, where I might hope to meet my 
cousin. 



CHAPTER rV. 



« 



9y 



Althougli her &tlier is ... . excessively rich, I 
should, were I a youth of quality, hesitate between 

a girl so neglected and a negro." 

Dr, Johnson. 



There was nobody in the drawing-room. 

" Why doesn't Teazer come to ns ? 
exclaimed my uncle. " Stay you here, my 
boy, and Fll go and call her." 

I took a chair at the table, and began 
to inspect the contents of an album filled 
with photographs. Here was something 
to interest me, for on the very first page 
was a portrait of my father, taken ten 
years before, by little Chatelain, of the 
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Eue d'Epingle. Next him was my uncle, 
and below, Dick, facing Tom's wife. All 
these were capital photographs, and made 
me laugh. On the next pages were, on 
the left a photograph of Theresa, and on 
the right a portrait of Conny. I had 
now my two cousins before me, and could 
compare them. Conny looked indescribably 
pretty, in spite of a somewhat affected 
pose. Teazer's face was in projfile, and a 
handsome proJfile it was. There was plenty 
of intellect in the low, square brow, over 
which the plentiful dark hair was roughly 
drawn. The eyelashes were long, but 
contributed little of tenderness to the 
determined gaze of the large eye. The 
contour of the bust was noble. She held 
a stout riding-whip across her shoulder, 
as a man holds a ^un. Yet there was 
something very striking about this photo- 
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graph. I caught myself examining it 
intently and not without admiration ; 
though when my eye reverted to the 
sunny-haired beauty on the other page, 
my heart welcomed the sweeter attraction 
that drew it away from the fascination of 
the stem and handsome Teazer. 

All at once the door was violently 
pushed open, and in walked the lady of 
the pistol ! I closed the album and 
stood up. She gave me a manly nod, 
though such a figure as hers ought to 
have been capable of the most graceful 
and sweeping bow in the world, and said, 
"Are you my cousin?" 

"I believe so," I answered, "that is, 
if you are Theresa Hargrave," 

To this she made no reply, but stood 
for some moments with a curling lip, 
examining me from head to foot in a 
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manner the most depressing to my self- 
conceit that can well be imagined. 

Meanwhile, I honoured her with a 
similar inspection. Her portrait scarcely 
did her justice — ^it made her a brunette; 
whereas, her skin was delicately fair, 
though her eyes were dark and piercing, 
and her hair brown. She had a fuU red 
xmderlip, a fine tinge of red upon her 
cheeks, a straight Greek nose, and finely 
ajched eyebrows. She held herself per- 
fectly erect. I imhesitatingly admitted, 
in spite of the prejudice her extraordinary 
behaviour excited in me, that she was a 
strikingly handsome girl ; but I sought in 
her face in vain for some sign of the 
capacity of tender impulse and the 
womanly characteristics her father had 
claimed for her. 

"What made you afraid of me just 
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now?" she enquired without a smile. 
"You must be a very nervous per- 
son." 

" I am much obliged to you for your 
good opinion," I replied loftily. And 
then conceiving that her singular manner 
was assumed, perhaps, for the purpose of 
raising a laugh at me, I said, "A very 
brave man might be allowed to feel a 
little timid on seeing a loaded pistol 
levelled at his head. But perhaps you 
mistook surprise for fear. You see, I 
was quite imprepared for your very noisy 
reception. I had heard much of your 
skill as a marksman, but I had no idea 
you were possessed of such immense 
courage as to shoot at a guest fiom be- 
hind a tree." 

" A bumpkin 1 " she muttered, turning 
on her heel and throwing herself in a 
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decidedly inelegant posture on the sofa. 
*'You may sit down if you like." 

I accepted her polite invitation, but 
with so perplexed a face that I could 
almost believe the expression on it 
merited the contemptuous gaze she 
fastened on me. 

" Where's the governor ? " she asked. 

" I beg your pardon ? " 

"My father," she exclaimed petulantly.. 
"Did you never hear a father called 
governor before?" 

"Oh yes, very often. I believe your 
governor has gone in search of you." 

"Well, you don't need to whistle for a 
dog when he's at your feet, do you ? " 

"No, that would be a waste of time." 

"Were you ever in these parts before?" 

" These parts ? " said I, not quite sure 
that I had heard her rightly. 
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"If my father had told me you were 
deaf, I'd have ordered a speaking-trumpet 
ready for your visit." 

"I am not deaf. On the contrary, I 
Am afflicted with a most torturing sensi- 
bility of hearing. In answer to your 
question, let me say that I never was in 
these parts before." 

"What do you do? Are you clever? 
Oan you draw, and spell, and read ? " 

I was sure now that she was laughing 
At me, but I thought her taste execrable. 

" I cannot be certain about my spelling," 
I replied, "but I believe I can read.'' 

" How old are you ? " 

" Four-and-twenty." 

"Why, you're a mere boy I" she ex- 
claimed with a loud laugh. "No wonder 
you're afraid of noises ! " 

I began to wish that my uncle would 
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come in. I was really alarmed by the 
girl's extravagance. There was something 
indescribably impudent in her manner 
and a slanginess in her speech, to say 
nothing of its grammatical deficiencies, 
that was inexpressibly repulsive to me. 
Uncle Tom had suggested, that she wanted 
taming, but that word suggested nothing. 
She stood in need of greater discipline 
than taming. 

"Haven't you brought any messages 
for me from Grove End?" she demanded. 
" I don't want to be thought rude ; but 
really, you seem a perfect stick, without 
a word to say for yourself." 

"Your pistol has blown all my confi- 
dence out of me." 

"You think me rather outspoken, don't 
you?" 

"Bather." 
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" Don't you like outspoken people • 
I do." 

"Pray give me a little time. We 
scarcely know each other yet. By-and- 
by I may turn out as outspoken as you 
like." 

"Oh! My father told me you have 
come here with the intention of being 
agreeable. I hope you won't be. I shall 
expect to be treated as a woman, not as 
an overgrown child, who is only happy 
when she is sucking sugar-candy. I 
have got some intellect, my father says, 
and 111 trouble you to respect me." 

This extraordinary speech she delivered 
with a most consummately grave face. 
Had I detected but the faintest twinkle 
in her eye, I should have made up my 
mind to treat the reception she was giving 
me as a joke, and enter into the spirit 
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of her badinage, offensive as the taste 
was that could dictate it. But her gravity 
was not to be mistaken. Like the country 
girl of the play, she appeared to have 
neither tact nor breeding enough to re- 
strain or moderate the violent and sudden 
exhibition of her character ; and I sat 
listening to and watchimg her with much 
such mingled emotions of astonishment 
-and disgust, as would no doubt possess 
me, were I compelled to make love to 
^ female chimpanzee. 

I was spared the trouble of hunting 
after some suitable answer to her singular 
remarks by the entrance of her father. 
He came in, saying that he had been 
giving orders to the servants to hurry 
forward with the dinner, which was faith- 
fully promised by five o'clock; and then 
going up to his daughter, he exclaimed : 
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"Teazer, what on earth made you play 
Charlie so vile a trick? He tells me 
you fired a pistol at him ! He will have 
to possess an uncommon share of good 
sense^ not to suspect that he has been 
invited to a menagerie, if you don't 
behave yourself/' 

"Pray say no more about it/' I ex- 
claimed. 

Theresa fixed her shining eyes upon 
me, and I suspected, from the expression 
on her face, that she was going to "let 
out" at me in violent and powerful Ian- 
guage. Instead of which she looked at 
her father, with a smile, and answered 
gently, 

" I thought all visits of state and cere- 
mony were celebrated by discharges of 
artillery/' 

" Come, come, you were very wrong," 
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said her father, turning his head aside 
to conceal a grin. "I can only promise 
you Charlie's forgiveness on one condition 
— that you will never be guilty of such 
folly again." 

Once more I encoimtered her eyes fixed 
upon me, haughtily and angrily; and, 
anxious to conciliate her, I entreated my 
uncle to change the subject, assuring him 
that so far from being offended, I was 
only too pleased that Theresa should treat 
me sans ceremonie. 

This handsome speech produced no im- 
pression on her whatever. She continued 
staring at me for some moments, in a 
way that appeared to me almost indeli- 
cate; then sneered, tossed her head, and 
asked me "to hand her that book near 
my elbow on the table." I obeyed her, 
and noticed that her father watched her 

VOL. II. H 
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with curiosity and surprise. She kept the 
book open in her lap, I believe, as an 
excuse not to talk ; for, several times, 
whilst her father and I conversed, I 
caught her watching me, though she 
always took care to avert her eyes and 
curl her lip when I glanced at her. I 
thought her a perfect Tartar, and won- 
dered at my uncle Tom's extraordinary 
want of penetration, in supposing that I 
could ever be brought to couple myself 
with such a woman. 

She never opened her lips until the 
Irish man-servant, whose name I afber- 
wards learnt was O'Twist, announced din- 
ner. I thought it odd that my cousin 
made no change in her dress for the 
table, but supposed that her love of ease 
and freedom had long ago triumphed over 
-all fiddling restraints of etiquette. 
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I rose and offered her my arm ; but as 
I approached, she swept her dress away 
from me, and exclaimed in a low tone, 
" When I want a crutch, 111 buy one. 
I have still the use of both my legs, 
thank God!" 

I will leave you to imagine my feelings. 
^* She may have a handsome person," 
thought I, "but I'll be hanged if she 
hasn't the soul of a kangaroo ! " 

My uncle, who was near the door when 
she made her overwhelming remark, and 
therefore could not have heard it, led the 
way to the dining-room. I caught him 
looking behind as if rather surprised that 
I hadn't his daughter on my arm; but 
this, after a moment's reflection, I con- 
cluded to be a mere fancy. 

She took a seat opposite me, and whilst 
her father said grace, smiled over her 
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shoulder at O'Twist, whose eyes were on 
me. I had very little doubt that she was 
not in her right senses, and marvelled at 
the blindness of her father in attributing 
virtues to her which seemed so entirely 
absent from her nature, that I could not 
conceive how he had imagined their 
existence. He made as good a host as 
Tom; but though the dinner was first- 
rate, the wines superior to any my imcle 
Tom had, I never in all my life felt so 
miserable nor enjoyed my food less. That 
confounded O'Twist, who stood behind his 
master's chair, scarcely ever removed his 
eyes from my face. I tried once to stare 
him out, but the longer I looked the 
more intent became his gaze. The dis- 
comfort his groggy eyes caused me I 
cannot describe. What, I kept thinking, 
what is there about me to provoke such 
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insolence ? Am I in a madhouse ? Have 
I mistaken my way, and found a welcome 
in an asylum for limatics ? 

My uncle talked incessantly. The more 
agitated and dispirited I became, the more 
he plied me with his recollections, with 
stories of his doings in his young days, 
of actors and authors, of noble lords and 
needy parasites. Whether it was that he 
was spoiled in my esteem by the out- 
rageous behaviour of his daughter and 
servant, or that I regarded him as head- 
ing a conspiracy against my peace of 
mind, I did not find half so much to like 
in him as I had at Grove End. He, it is 
true, could not see OTwist's behaviour, 
as the rude creature stood behind his 
chair ; and queer as his daughter's manners 
were, I could not reasonably expect him 
to chide her before me. But these con- 
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siderations gave me no encouragement* 
Now and then he would stay his mono-^ 
logue to ask Theresa for a date or a name> 
and she answered him readily enough ; 
but to my questions and remarks she 
seldom vouchsafed a longer answer than 
yes or no. 

Shortly after the dessert was placed 
upon the table she left the room, and to- 
my great relief was followed by O'Twist. 
Vexed as I was, my politeness would not 
suffer me to make any comments on her 
behaviour. Had her father questioned me 
I should have been candid enough ; but 
throughout our after-dinner chat he never 
mentioned her name, but confined his 
remarks entirely to books and pictures, or 
told stories, over which I should have 
roared as heartily as he, perhaps, had I 
been in a better temper. 
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When we had smoked our cigaxs out, 
he invited me to see his grounds. I 
consented/ having made up my mind to 
convert myself into a perfectly passive 
agent for him and his daughter to do 
what they chose with, whilst I remained 
at Thistlewood, which, I registered a secret 
vow, should not be for long. He peeped 
into the drawing-room on passing across 
the hall, and, seeing his daughter, entered 
and called to me, " Teazer shall sing us 
a song before we go out You'll get none 
of your die-away ballads here, Charlie. 
My girl has my taste, and stubbornly 
refuses to learn any song tainted with the 
least suggestion of molly-coddleism ; eh, 
Teazer ? Come, my dear, what shall it 
be?" 

She walked to the piano at once, with 
the air of a person who has a very dis- 
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agreeable task to perform, but who knows 
that the sooner it is begun the sooner it 
will be over. The first thing she did was 
to knock the stool down. I instantly 
darted forward to pick it up, but she 
whispered angrily, "I am accustomed to 
help myself, thanks 1 " and set it upright 
with a smart bang. I paid her the 
compliment of considering that she was 
purposely clumsy in her movements, for 
she seemed to forget her imgainly part 
when seating herself, which she did with 
perfect but unconscious grace. I earnestly 
hoped she did not propose to play from 
music, for I dreaded the prospect of 
having to stand by her and turn over 
the pages, being ignorant of my notes, 
and only knowing when to turn by follow- 
ing the performer's eye. 

She struck the piano, and I breathed 
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freely. But anything more distressing 
and feeble than her performance I never 
listened to. Why, Conny was a Patti 
and a Thalberg rolled into one compared 
to her ! The song she sung was "Cease, 
rude Boreas," of all the songs ever written, 
the one, to my mind, the least suitable 
for a woman's voice. She was for ever 
striking the wrong notes, pausing often to 
cough or think, and singing with such 
ludicrous affectation, that it cost me an 
immense effort to preserve my gravity. 
Her father lost patience at the end of 
the first stanza, and exclaimed, " What's 
the use of asking Boreas to cease, when 
all the while you're raising a worse 
squall than ever he was known to 
blow ? I never heard you sing like this 
before." 

" I hate singing," she answered, rising 
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from the music-stool, which she overturned 
again. This time I didn't offer to pick it 
up. Neither did she; and thus I was 
placed in an abominably awkward posi- 
tion, for her father, of course, wondered 
at my want of maimers. 

"How awkward you are!" he ex- 
claimed, peevishly, making a tremendous^ 
but futile effort to reach the stool 
himself. 

She laughed, and coolly put the stool 
on end with her foot. 

" I'll finish the song if my cousin 
likes,*' said she. 

"No, thank you. He's had enough of 
it, I'll warrant. Come along into the 
garden, my boy, and let us breathe some 
fresh air." 

As we went out, he said : " How 
wretchedly my daughter sang 1 Would 
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you believe that she has a fine con- 
tralto voice, and can play the piano bril- 
liantly ? " 

I was amazed by his pe,ve«e par- 
tiality, which persisted in attributing all 
kinds of graces and perfections to a girl 
who seemed to me to be wanting in 
everything but a good figure and a 
handsome face. 

" Perhaps she was nervous," said I,, 
secretly ridiculing the absurdity of my 
remark. 

" I don't think that was the reason," 
he answered, " although she is nervous^ 
She is courageous in many things — would 
ride in a steeple-chase, let off a cannon, 
or handle a spider. But in society she 
is very bashful and shy, will shrink 
within herself if she finds that she attracts, 
attention (which she generally does), and. 
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I really believe, would prefer to lead 
B, forlorn* hope up a hill, than parade 
to and fro before rows of lookers-on, 
such as you get at the seaside, and in 
public gardens." 

" She doesn't give me the impression of 
being nervous in any sense," I answered, 
thinking how true was the saying, 
that the last person to know a child's 
•character was the parent. 

The subject was changed by his ask- 
ing me what I thought of the grounds 
I praised everything. I had made up my 
mind to reverse the Horatian precept, 
and do nothing but admire. However, 
the grounds really deserved my admira- 
tion. They were richly wooded, lavishly 
stocked, covering altogether not less than 
fifteen acres. My uncle was very com- 
municative and afiectionate, held my arm 
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as we wandered, and gave me a long 
account of his early life, his prejudices, 
tastes, and present love of seclusion. Ho 
had but very few neighbours, which, he 
said, was one great reason for his pur- 
chasing the property. 

"I have outlived my love of society,'' 
he remarked. "The friends I cared for 
are gone, and I have neglected Johnson's 
advice to keep friendship in repair by 
forming new attachments. Dinner parties 
and balls are no treats to me. The tone 
of society has changed wonderfully within 
the last twenty years. There is little or 
no conversation, no friendly rivalries of 
wit, none of that heartiness which used 
to make our old social gatherings so 
enjoyable. However, I have little to 
complain of. No man can be alone who 
has his books. Do you remember what 
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Macaulay says of them? ^ These are the 
old friends who are never seen with new 
faces, who are the same in wealth and in 
poverty, in glory and obscurity. With 
the dead there is no rivaby. In the 
dead there is no change J 

"But doesn't your daughter care for 
society ? " 

"No. If she did she should have 
it" 

" How does she pass the time ? " 

" In sewing and reading and writing : 
^and latterly in shooting. You smile ! 
WeU, shooting does seem a queer pastime 
for a young lady to indulge in, but I 
reaUy don't see why a girl shouldn't 
amuse herself with a pistol if she has 
the courage. My objection is not a con- 
ventional one. I fear that she will one 
•day injure herself. But for that, I can 



MY JJNGLWa SCHEME. Ill 

discover no reason why a girl living in 
the country shouldn't shoot at a mark, 
as girls frequently in town amuse them- 
selves by shooting in saloons erected for 
that purpose*" 

"Is the revolver her own that I saw 
in her hand?" 

"No, it is mina She took it out 
of my bed-room, and has kept it ever 



since." 



"Is she as fond as you of books?" 
"She is a great reader," he answered 
with a smile that seemed like an ad- 
mission of my peculiar right to make 
these enquiries. "I am sometimes quite 
astonished by the information she 
possesses in directions which even pro- 
fessed students find too dry and unin- 
viting to pursue." 

" Good gracious I " I thought, " what a 



112 MT UNOLWS SCHEME. 

delusion he is labouring under! I would 
bet a hundred pounds Theresa couldn't 
write a dozen lines that shouldn't con- 
tain half as many blunders." 

Thus conversing, we reached the 
stables, where I found three fine horses, 
one of which he pointed out as his 
daughter's. This supplied him with a 
text for a long discourse on the subject 
of breeding horses ; he then branched 
off into topics connected with the Stock 
Exchange, and finally, after an absence 
of nearly an hour, reconducted me to the 
house. 



CHAPTER V. 



"'Twas night, calm night, the moon was high." 

Ancient Mcuriner. 

Teazer and I had very little to say to 
each other for the rest of the evening. 
I was really so afraid of her that I had 
not the courage to be polite. When I 
offered to take her cup from her, she 
looked at me so angrily and clung to 
the saucer so tenaciously that I might 

well have thought she regarded me as a 
thief, who wanted to make away with 
her father's crockery. Her manners were 
deplorably vulgar. She lay back in an 
VOL. n. I 
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arm-chair, and stuck her legs out in 
such a way that I wondered her father 
didn't jump up and kick them in. 

And what extraordinary delusion could 
he be labouring under in believing her 
well-read? He left the room for a short 
time during the evening, and finding 
myself alone with my half-civilised cousin, 
I felt myself under an obligation to 
address her. Willing to take her father's 
word that she was well-read, I thought 
I would get her upon the subject of 
books, and asked her that very tea- 
party question, who was her favourite 
author. 

"The 'Family Herald,'" she answered. 

I burst into a laugh. Her reply was 
so ridiculous, that I couldn't have pre- 
served my gravity had she even pro- 
duced her revolver. 
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"Your papa told me," said I, "that 
you are a very great reader." 

"And what right have you to doubt 
his word?" 

"Pray don't think I do," I stammered, 
rendered somewhat apprehensive by a 
gleam in her eyes. 

"What made you laugh at me?" 

" I thought you were laughing at 



me. 



"Don't flatter yourself," she exclaimed, 
with an air of great contempt. "I must 
like people to laugh at them." 

Offended, and even disgusted, I turned 
away from her ; but looking round a 

# 

moment after, with the intention of 
speaking, I caught her smiling, though 
the smile instantly vanished when our 
eyes met. 

" Miss Hargrave, it is very plain," said 
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I, "that I am an unwelcome guest. Had 
I foreseen the annoyance my intrusion 
would have caused you, I should cer- 
tainly not have accepted your father's 
invitation. However, I must entreat you 
to bear with me until to-morrow, when 
I will take care to please you by return- 
ing to Updown." 

" I have not asked you to go," she 
answered. " You are not my guest, but 
my father's. He asked you down for 
himself, not for me ; so, providing you 
don't trouble me, you may stop as long 
as you please." 

" Trouble you I " I exclaimed, warmly. 
^^ How have I troubled you ? I have 
only been in the house a few hours. 
But I can remedy that by asking your 
father to allow me to use the library, or 
any room but this, until the train leaves 
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to-morrow, and then we need not 
meet." 

" I hope you are not going to turn out 
a tale-bearer, and set my father against 
me. 



"What in heaven's name do you 
mean ? " 

" Oh, you are quite welcome to swear, 
sir. But let me assure you, I am not to 
be frightened by oaths." 

" Oaths ! " I stammered. But what 
use reasoning with a woman who mani- 
festly was not in possession of her 
reason ? I considered that I had been 
already a great deal too condescending. 
I had forgotten my dignity, and pro- 
voked a most audacious snubbing by an 
amiability that was totally at variance 
with those high and splendid concep- 
tions which had hitherto characterised 
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my self-estimates. No wonder my aunt 
had guessed that I would not like 
Teazer. " Teazer 1 " That was a dog's 
name, and it suited my cousin to per- 
fection. But did she behave to every- 
body as she behaved to me ? Impossible. 
She wouldn't have a friend. Perhaps 
she hadn't. Perhaps her temper and 
gross manners were the real cause of 
her father's retired life ; and yet, hadn't 
I heard from somebody or other that 
she had had admirers, and received 
even an offer of marriage from an indi- 
vidual whose name figured in Debrett's 
List ? Nonsense I this must have been 
said merely to put me in conceit with 
the girl, and set me on the high road 
to courtship. Why, the cook downstairs 
could teach her better manners than she 
had. It was a great pity. I felt sorry 
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for her. She was, undeniably, good- 
looking ; her eyes magnificent — splendid 
contradictions to her character. Watch- 
ing her, when she was silent, I could 
have sworn, had I not known the truth 
about her nature, that she really pos- 
sessed the profound passions and fine 
■qualities her father strangely found in 
her. Though she threw her arms and 
legs about in the wildest search after 
inelegance, the utmost uncouthness of 
posture could scarcely deform or even 
qualify the inexpressible suggestions of 
grace with which her noble form was 
fuU fraught. 

Her father came in with his hearty 
smile, and I envied him the affectionate 
glance he received from her. How was 
it that she could never look at me 
without a sneer or a frown? What was 
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there in me to challenge her contempt ? 
If there was one thing I used to pique 
myself upon more than another, it was 
my success with the ladies. At Longue- 
ville I was always in request. Na 
picnic was planned, no ball or open-air 
fSte given, in which my name was not 
conspicuous. I shall not be accused of 
blabbing, if I modestly assert that, on 
Valentine's Day, I would receive as 
many as twenty letters, many of which 
were original poetry : and, on New 
Years' Day, was I ever forgotten by 
Eugenie, by Sophie, by Marie, or by 
Celestine ? Teazer was my St. Helena. 
What satisfaction in recalling my vic- 
tories, the loving sighs and ogles that 
attended my gilded progress, now that 
my charms were exiled and lodged upon 
a barren rock ? 
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Bah ! what need I care ? wasn't I in 
love with Conny? wasn't I pledged to 
that golden-haired goddess ? Bore I in 
my heart no memory of her deep, deep 
eyes, to compensate me for the con- 
tempt that gleamed in Teazer's gaze, for 
the sneers that curled her decidedly 
beautful lip ? I might regret that she 
had not found me as conquering as 
others had done, that on my return to 
Updown I might bare my heart to 
Conny, and cry, " Behold ! here are thy 
lineaments — ^thine only 1 Arrows barbed 
by beauty have been shot by eyes the 
most entrancing, and have glanced harm- 
less from the adamant on which love 
hath painted in imperishable colours thy 
transcendent graces I " I say, it was 
only for Conny's sake that I regretted 
Theresa didn't find me irresistible. My 
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Tanity was not concerned — oh, certainly 
not. It was nothing to me — a young 
man — ^that a handsome woman should 
treat me as a baboon. Oh, no, nothing. 
My pride bled — for Conny. 

At ten o'clock Theresa went to bed. 
She gave me a finger to shake, but 
embraced her father as if he were her 
lover. 

We were now in the parlour with 
•cigars and spirits on the table. O'Twist, 
on placing these refreshments before us, 
had stared at me in the most outrageous 
manner. I could have punched his 
head, so angry did his insolence make 
me. 

" Is that feUow mad ? " I asked my 
^ncle. 

" Why, what makes you think so ? " 

" His trick of staring. At dinner his 
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•eye-balls stood out a foot beyond his 
•cheeks, so intent was his gaze. Is he 
^ Fenian, and does he mistake me for 
a constable?" 

" Pooh, pooh, this is your fancy, my 
dear boy. O'Twist is the most harm- 
less, good-natured creature in the whole 
world, and the politest. Corpulent as 
he is, I can assure you, on occasions 
he can comport himself with the dignity 
of a Lord Mayor. He often blunders, 
but as often recovers himself with 
<5apital Irish humour and grace." 

My uncle is a most extraordinary 
person, I thought. Whatever I find 
fault with he commends, and strangely, 
<5ommends for the very qualities that 
are most wanting. I had too much 
good taste to pass any remarks upon 
his daughter's behaviour to me ; he was 
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doing his utmost to make me comfort- 
able, and it would be in the highest 
degree ungracious to grumble at this 
early stage. Yet as I was fully per- 
suaded he had remarked his daughter's 
manner, I was much surprised that he 
did not offer some excuses for it. Of 
course I could understand his silence 
on the motive of my visit. If I didn't 
begin the subject, he couldn't. It was 
for me to fall in love with Theresa, 
and make her in love with me; imtil 
the pie was made, he couldn't very 
weU put his finger in it. Let me 
confess I was heartily glad that delicacy 
did restrain him. Had he started the 
topic, in aU probability I should have 
said something to offend him, for in 
the mood that then possessed me, nothing 
could have been more objectionable than 
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s, reference to my uncle Tom's wild and 
preposterous scheme. 

He talked to me a good deal about 
his brother's bank and banking in 
general, and sounded my knowledge of 
the business with a great number of 
questions. 

"You quite justify Tom's opinion of 
you," he exclaimed. " I should never 
have thought you capable of acquiring 
so much information in so short a space 
of time. Banking is a very fine business, 
and if Tom takes you into partnership, 
which he talks of doing, I see no reason 
why you shouldn't become a very rich 
man." 

This was the nearest approach to his 
brother's " scheme " which he made. I 
listened, expecting him to begin on the 
subject of my marriage with his daughter; 
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but he immediately changed the con- 
versation by inviting me to make myself 
thoroughly at home while I stayed with 
him, to call for anything I wanted, to 

9 

use his horses — ^in short, to treat him 
as I treated my uncle Tom, " than 
which," he added, "I shall expect na 
better compliment from you." 

I wished, secretly, that he would not 
be so hospitable, for the kinder he was, 
the harder it would be to find an excuse 
to get away from the house. 

At eleven o'clock I began to yawn, 
and seeing this, he conducted me to my 
bed-room. "We have no fixed breakfast 
hour," said he, "so you may choose 
your own time to leave your bed. I 
rarely close my eyes before half-past four^ 
and am therefore seldom up before ten. 
But Teazer is usually down by half-past 
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eight, so you may depend upon finding 
somebody to look after you." 

I shook hands with him, and he went 
away. I felt more wearied than sleepy. 
The night was very sultry, and I threw 
my window wide open before getting 
into bed. A brilliant moon rode high, 
and whilst I watched it I thought of 
Conny, and wondered if her dear eyes 
were upon it, and if she were thinking 
of me. Sweet girl ! I pictured her 
delicate features upturned to the benign 
light, and the chastity they would take 
in the radiance. What a contrast between 
the two cousins ! What a pity Theresa 
was so unmannerly ! Her face haunted 
me. I am afraid it sometimes eclipsed 
Conny's. How came it so gross a mind 
should be so finely clothed? From what 
did her eyes take their fire? Surely not 
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from her heart. After all, what was she 
but a handsome animal ? She could 
shoot, she could ride ; she was very fit 
for the backwoods. What a wretched 
voice she had I what a feeble touch I 
And her father declared she could play 
and sing well ! How slangy her language 
was, how beautiful her complexion, how 
inelegant her movements, how perfect her 
figure, how ! 

Here I fell asleep. 

I could hardly have slept longer than 
half-an-hour, when I started up broad 
awake, and stared about me. The moon 
was still high ; the room was filled with 
its light. 

What had awakened me? 

Here something knocked three times 
upon the door. I presumed that the 
knocks fell upon the door; but, for all 
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I knew, the sounds might have come 
from the floor, the ceiling, or the walls. 

Here was an old house I Had it a 
ghost ? 

I sat upright in my bed, meaning to 
wait imtil the knocks sounded again before 
I called "Come in." To my horror, the 
handle of the door was turned with 
exquisite caution, and the door was 
opened stealthily. 

Burglars ! I thought, and instantly 
looked towards the fender. 

A short fat man in his shirt, witt 
braces hanging loosely about his breeches, 
stepped into the room, but on catching 
sight of me, fell back a step and stood 
staring. It was O'Twist. The moonlight 
made him deadly white, and I scarcely 
knew him in his undress. 

"What do you want?" I gasped, not 

VOL. II. K 
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doubting that the man had hoped to 
find me asleep, and to steal my watch 
and purse, and perhaps to murder me. 

"I tort I'd look in to see if you were 
all right, sor," he answered. 

"Right! what do you mean? I was 
asleep." 

"Thrue, sor." 

Here he advanced, went to the window, 
pulled down the sash, and drew the 
curtains. I was so much amazed by his 
actions that I could barely articulate. 
Was he walking in his sleep ? Impossible. 
Somnambulists can't converse. Was he 
labouring under a sudden and severe 
access of insanity ? Idiot that I was to 
leave my razor exposed on the dressing 
lable I 

"What are you doing?" I gurgled. 

"Preevinting the moon from shoining 
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upon your honour's head," he replied, 
gazing complacently round him, and 
then moving towards the door. 

" What's the moon got to do with 
you ?" I cried. " I always sleep with 
my window open in summer. How dare 
you close it without my leave, or enter 
my room at all?" 

"Niver moind, sor, niver moind," he 
answered soothingly and blandly. "Your 
honour will be grateful to me in the 
maming whin you foind oi've saved yer 
from taking cowld." 

And so saying, he walked out of the 
room, closing the door behind him. 

I sprang out of bed in a great passion, 
pulled back the curtain, flung the sash 
up, and then went to the door, intend- 
ing to lock it, and save myself from the 
viQain's intentions, whatever they were; 
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but to my deep annoyance I found there 
was no key. To remedy tliis, I thrust 
a chair under the handle, and a small 
table against the chair, and got into bed, 
puzzling my brains over the felloVs 
design, and wondering what my imcle 
would think, when I told him that his 
sleek OTwist was a midnight ruffian. 
**May I be hanged twenty times over, 
if I don't sleep at Updown to-morrow 
night," I growled, kicking about under 
the single sheet, and wishing my uncle 
Dick, and Teazer, and his house, and his 
servants, and everything that belonged 
to him in Jehanum. 

My anger, however, didn't prevent me 
from falling asleep. In truth, I had 
been thoroughly tired by my journey, 
my walk from the station, the great 
heat, and the fatiguing dance my uncle 
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had led me through the grounds. But 
I was not to sleep long. A violent 
crash awoke me, and my first impression 
was that the house had been struck by 
a thunderbolt. 

I hopped out of bed wide awake, 
and stood watching the fat figure of 
O'Twist, who was picking up the chair 
and table he had knocked over in 
pushing open the door. 

" Be off 1 " I shouted, darting at hiuL 

He skipped aside, his braces trailing 
in his wake, but instead of leaving the 
room, seized a chair, which he brandished 
with both hands, crjdng, "You'd betther 
not touch me I I'm a moorderous man 
whin my blood is up I you'd betther 
not touch me 1 " 

"I'U kill you," I gasped, "if you 
don't leave this room at once! How 
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dare you intrude upon me a second 
time ? " 

"Let me shut the window, sor — ^let 
me pidl the curtains tew — youTl be 
much aisier in you're moind wid de 
moon hid — ^indade you will, sor," he 
answered, jamming himself into a 
comer and holding the chair over lii» 
head. 

I looked at him aghast. It was quite^ 
clear to me that he was raving mad. 
The moonlight had penetrated his brain, 
and he was clamouring to have it hid t 
Wasn't it well known, that all mad 
people raged when the moon was fall?* 
I mustn't be violent. No, no. He must 
be humoured, or he might dash my 
brains out. 

"Look here," said I, "if I close the 
window and draw the curtains, will you 
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promise not to break in upon me 
again ? " 

"K you'll promise to kape the moon 
hid." 

"Anything to get rid of you," I said; 
"but I pledge you my word of honour, 
if you break your promise I'U throw you 
out of the window. Hear that ! and 
to-morrow " 

But I checked mysel£ I had threat- 
ened enough. I might drive him frantic. 
There was no key to the door, and 
nothing could keep him from crawling in 
and cutting my throat, should I again 
fall asleep, but the bed or the chest of 
drawers against the door, neither of which 
I was able to stir. 

He put the chair down cautiously, 
edged towards the window, watching me 
intently, whilst I backed from him as 
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he approached, watching him intently, 
pulled down the sash, drew the curtains, 
and sKded sideways towards the door. 

" You'll kape your word, sor ? " he 
inquired. 

"Yes, and you had better keep yours, 
or look out I " 

He closed the door, and I was again 
left alone. 

A long time passed before I fell asleep. 
I never expected for a moment that 
this madman would not once more pop 
his vile head in to see if the moon was 
hid, and lay for a great while in a state 
of passionate anxiety waiting for him to 
appear, that I might spring upon and 
beat him. Gradually the moonshine 
passed off the window, and the room 
grew dark. Then another kind of light 
began to creep upon ' the blind ; it 
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l)rightened and broadened ; the sparrows 
twittered ; and it was dear daylight 
when I dropped off into a very uneasy 
slumber. 

I was awakened by the voice of 
OTwist, informing me that it was 
half-past eight. I bade him in a stern 
voice, which I hoped would carry terror 
with it through the panels of the door, 
to bring me some hot water. But he 
had gone away. As I was in no temper 
to lie in bed, I jumped up, meaning 
to shave in cold water, then to hasten 
down-stairs, give Theresa (if she were 
up), a piece of my mind, wait imtil 
my uncle left his room, that I might 
acquaint him with the gross treat- 
ment to which I had been subjected 
by his servant, and then quit the 
Jiouse. But when I looked for my 
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razor, it was gone! I was thunder- 
struck. I perfectly remembered leaving 
it on the toilet-table after unpack- 
ing my travelling bag. and I was. 
equally sure it was in the same place 
when O'Twist first entered the room, for 
I recalled a cold shudder that had passed 
through me on reflecting what might 
happen should the maniac's eye fasten 
upon the cold steeL Had he taken it ? 
No doubt he had, and in all human 
probability with the intention of using it 
against me. What miraculous interpo- 
sition of Providence had saved my 
throat ? 



CHAPTER VI. 

Bfark. " Very droll and extravagantly comic, I must 
confess; ha, ha, ha!" 

The Country CH/rl. 

I MADE haste to dress, not caring a fig^ 
that Theresa should see my beard — 
which to tell the truth, owing to my 
being fair, was scarcely perceptible — and 
went down-stairs, keeping a sharp look- 
out for O'Twist, from whom I might 
have I knew not what to dread. 

The drawing-room door was open, and 
on entering, I found Theresa arranging- 
some freshly-picked flowers in a vase* 
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She instantly dropped her work on 
seeing me, and exclaimed very petu- 
lantly, 

"I wish people would knock when 
they come into a room." 

. "Ill knock when I wear a livery," I 
replied, "not before." 

" Do you sometimes wear a livery ? " 
«he inquired 

"Miss Hargrave," I exclaimed sternly, 
"I beg that you will cease your 
badinage. During the short time I have 
been in your house, I have had to sub- 
mit to very bad treatment It is absurd 
to pretend that the behaviour you show 
to me is the behaviour you show to 
others. My conviction is that you have 
falsified your character only that you 
may drive me back to Updown. You 
have attained your end. I leave you 
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to-day; but I shall take care," I added, 
feeling myself grow red in the face, 
"before I go, to acquaint your father 
with the singular rudeness you have 
been pleased to treat his guest with. 
Did I imagine that you had the faintest 
perception of your duty as a hostess, I 
might be tempted to complain to you 
of the insolence I have met with from 
that scoundrel footman of yours, O'Twist. 
But he has no doubt been licensed by 
your behaviour, and thinks himself per- 
fectly privileged to enter my room at 
night, take unwarrantable liberties with 
the window, and steal my razor." 

There was an expression on her face, 
as she listened to me, which suggested 
that every moment she was about to 
burst into a fit of laughter. She heard 
me to the end, and then said. 
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"Have you made up your mind to go 
to-day ? " 

"Yes," I cried, indignantly. "I shaU 
•only wait to see my uncle." 

"Then," said she, coolly, "I will spare 
jour nerves the anguish of a meeting." 

"A what?" I exclaimed. 

"Since you have been in this house," 
-she replied, "your behaviour to me has 
been most insulting. You have pretended 
to be deaf when I spoke to you. You 
have ridiculed my book-learning. You 
have, I am sure, made the most odious 
•comparisons between me and my cousin 
Constance ; and lastly, yoa took the un- 
warrantable liberty of telling my father 
of my reception of you in the avenue 
yesterday, and earning me a reprimand. 
I had resolved that nothing less than a 
duel could wipe away the disgrace you 
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liave sought to cast upon me ; but since 
you are leaving us, I need not exact this 
proof of a courage you boast of, but 
which I thoroughly question ! " 

"Are you mad?" I burst out. "But 
you are. O'Twist is mad! you are all 
mad 1 And if I were to stay here 
^another day, I should go mad too! A 
duel — with a woman!" 

" Pray," said she, scornfully, " don't 
try to make my sex a defence for your 
fears. K you have a mind to prove 
your courage, there are two pistols up- 
stairs, and I shall be happy to accom- 
pany you to the back of the avenue at 
once. My father will not be down for 
another hour, so we need fear no inter- 
ruption." 

"God help you!" said I. And I 
added, "What a fool I was to leave 
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Grove End I There, at least, they know 
how to treat a gentleman." 

" A gentleman ! " she exclaimed. " I 
am very sure that were you to behave to- 
Conny as you have behaved to me " 

"Are you aware," I interrupted her, 
** that in mentioning the name of Conny, 
you are speaking of the sweetest and 
most womanly of girls? who would no 
more insult me as you do, than I would 
knowingly insult you ? " 

" Do you like her ? " 

*' like her ? I love her ! " I exclaimed. 

"Are you in earnest?" she asked. 

"Of course I am. I loved her from 
the moment I set eyes on her. I 
would marry her to-morrow. I am only 
waiting until I have taught her to* 
love me, to marry her." 

She stared for a moment or two with 
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«ii expression of profound incredulity in 
her eyes ; and almost immediately a deep 
^nd burning blush overspread her cheeks. 
I seemed to witness a change come over 
her as astounding as any that was ever 
wrought by Harlequin's wand. "K I 
had only known I " she exclaimed, and 
hurried out of the room. 

I stamped my foot with impatience. 

"What is the meaning of all this?" 
I cried. " What earthly motive can 
these relations have for surrounding, and 
bewildering, and insulting me with their 
confounded conundrums ? " 

I paced about the room waiting for 
Theresa to return, when I at least 
expected she would enter into a ftdl 
explanation of her extraordinary be- 
haviour. Half-an-hour passed, and I was 
still alone. The grounds looked tempt- 

VOL. II. L 
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ing; I entered them, and began with 
regular steps to measure the wide extent 
of the lawn, cudgelling my brains the 
while for a clue to Theresa's conduct, 
and reviling the sluggish habits of my 
uncle, which delayed my hope of being 
enlightened. 

Presently O'Twist came out of the 
house. He approached me with the 
most humble aspect that can be figured, 
and on my halting, stood still, twitching 
a fore-lock. 

" I humbly ax your honour's pardon 
for de liberty I took wid your honour 
last night. It wor all a mistake, sor ; 
and Miss Theresa's bid me come to you 
now and apoologise." 

"What do you mean by a mistake?" 
I inquired, severely. 

"Why, sor, I was desired to kape 
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me eye upon you, and at night-time 
to look in upon your honour in bed, 
to see dat de moon didn't shine upon 
your head, sor; for I was tould dat 
you were not in your right sinses, 
and dat de moon so excited your 
honour, dat dere was no telling what 
moorderous thricks you moightn't be 
playin' wid de household." 

"And who told you all this?" 
"Miss Theresa, and she bid me tell 
you it was herself as set me to watch 
you, sor." 

" Oh ! " I exclaimed, a light beginning 
to break. "And did she order you to 
take my razor away ? " 

"Dat was me own sthrategim." 
"And pray how come you to find out 
now that I am not mad ? " 

"Why, yer honour, you're not de 
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gintleman Miss Theresa tort you. I'm 
sure, sir, I'm very much ashamed of de 
inconvainance and throuble I've put 
your honour tew, and most humbly ax 
your pardon." 

Here his hand vibrated at his fore- 
head. 

" All right ; say no more. I can see 
you are not to blame," I replied, inwardly 
grappling with a very elusive idea that 
had been suggested by the man's 
apologies. He retired, looking very con- 
trite and ashamed, and I resumed my 
walk. 

It was clear now that my first per- 
ceptions of my cousin's character were 
right, and that the extravagant part she 
had played was assumed, though for what 
motive I had yet to learn. Before long, 
O'Twist came out again, and asked me. 
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with an air of obsequious deference, if I 
would take breakfast. 

" m wait," I answered, " for my 
uncle," who, as I spoke-, threw open his 
bed-room window, waved his hand, and 
called out that he would be with me in 
a few minutes. Those few minutes lasted 
a long time. I grew so tired of waiting 
that I returned to the house. It was 
nearly half-past ten, and I had not 
breakfasted ! What is the meaning of 
all this ? I thought. Is it my uncle's 
turn now to play me a trick ? At last 
I heard his boots creaking on the stairs, 
and he came into the room slowly, with 
the air of a man oppressed with trouble. 

"I hardly know how to face you," he 
exclaimed, taking my hand. " I am 
ashamed of myself, ashamed of my 
daughter, ashamed of my house — of every- 
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thing ! I have heard the whole story 
from Theresa, and have no words to 
express my annoyance to think that you 
should have been made the victim of so 
flagrant a violation of the commonest 
rules of politeness and hospitality." 

"Before I can answer you," I said, 
"pray help me out of the fog in which 
I am still involved. What is the mean- 
ing of all this ? " 

"Breakfast, sor," cried O'Twist from 
the door. 

" Of course you have breakfasted 1 " 
exclaimed my uncle. 

"Not yet." 

" Not breakfasted ! and how long is it 
since you left your room ? " 

"Two hours." 

"Heaven forgive us!" he groaned; "it 
is not enough that they should wantonly 
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insult you — they mean to staxve you as 
well ! Come ! " he cried, catching me 
by the ann, and hurrying me iato the 
dining-room, "not a word — not a word 
until you have breakfasted." 

His distress was really genuine ; and I 
felt for him. I could not better show 
my sympathy than by attending to his 
requests; and so, without a word, fell to 
the capital repast before me. For his 
part, he ate little or nothing ; all his 
time was employed iq watching me; and 
had I been wronged in the most atrocious 
manner, I don't think his face could have 
•expressed keener remorse. 

"Pray," said I, at last, '^ don't allow a 
trifle Uke this to vex you." 

"My boy," he answered, wiping his 
forehead with an immense pocket-hand- 
kerchief; "I am fifty-five years of age, 
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and this is the very first occasion in my 
life on which a guest of mine has had 
reason to complain of the treatment 
he has received under my roof. Were 
you a stranger to me, the indignitiea 
that have been heaped upon you would 
be felt by me keenly enough ; but you 
are my brother's son, and have a par^ 
ticular claim upon our kindness. I con- 
sider that no apologies we can make 
ought to entitle us to your forgiveness." 

" You really judge the matter too seri-^ 
ously. If I had less conceit and more 
penetration, I should have seen at once 
that Theresa was acting a feigned part. 
But where is she? I don't think she 
has breakfasted." 

" She is hiding her face for shame." 

"Please beg her not to do so." 

" She is the most extraordinary crea- 
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ture on the face of the earth," he ex- 
claimed. " What do you think was 
her reason for making such a donkey [of 
herself? She has told me her story — 
and, as you have finished breakfast,, 
you shall hear it.'' 

He pushed his chair from the table,, 
and began to speak with great energy. 

" She was under the impression that 
you had come here with the intention 
of making love to, and marrying her. 
I had previously told her exactly the 
nature of your uncle Tom's scheme, and 
that I liked it, and should be well 
pleased to see it carried out. She heard 
me without offering a single remark. 
She asked no questions about you — but 
simply inquired when you were coming. 
Aud now she has confessed to me that 
she was determined not to be married 
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to any man by contrivance. I knew 
she had a proud nature — ^but I never 
•suspected she was so siUy as to suppose 
that, unless she should really love you 
well enough to be your wife, I should 
wish her to many you." 

"Ah!" I cried: "then her object 
was to disgust me." 

" Precisely ; and what does the minx 
do ? She hangs about the avenue until 
she spies you coming, and then salutes 
you with a pistol shot ! She repels your 
politeness with the most uncouth rude- 
ness ! In order stiU further to em- 
barrass and disgust you, she coolly tells 
OTwist that you are not always in your 
right senses, and desires him to keep 
his eye on you whenever he has the 
opportunity of doing so, particularly 
during meal-times, lest you should snatch 
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up a knife, and attempt to murder one 
of us ! A better tool than O'Twist for 
her sorry purposes she couldn't have hit 
upon. He is not only credulous, but 
superstitious, and, but for this discovery, 
would have teazed your soul out o]f you. 
The idiot believes every word* she says, 
^nd obeys her injunctions with even more 
ical than she could have hoped for. She 
had told him to enter your room at 
night (not doubting he would awaken 
and terrify you), and pull down your 
blind, should he find it up, lest the 
moonshine should imduly excite you. 
The trick was so far clever, that she 
might depend at least upon both of you 
thinking the other mad. God knows 
how the joke might have ended, had 
you lost your temper. Then again, 
when I ask her to play and sing, she 
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breaks into hideous noises, so resolved 
is she that you shall think her repulsive 
in every possible point of view." 

" No, no. Not from every point of 
view — she couldn't deform her beauty. 
But the truth is, she wanted to drive 
me out of the house." 

■ 

'^Yes, that was her object; and it- ia 
impossible to conjecture what other tricks 
she might not have played you, had you 
not told her you were in love with 
Conny." (I blushed. Somehow or other 
I felt ashamed that he should know 
this.) " Then her false character fell 
from her. She saw the blimder she 
had perpetrated, the unnecessary cruelty 
of her tricks; her own conduct terrified 
her, and I pledge you my word, when 
I left her, she was crying like a 
chUd." 
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"Oh, pray," I cried, starting up, "let 
me go and assure her " 

" Let hep cry," he interrupted me. 
" There may be more hysteria than 
remorse in her tears — ^though I am sure 
she is sorry enough. She imposed too 
ieavy a part on herself; the imposture 
was too much for her strength. She 
never could have persisted in it. Her 
true nature would have broken through 
and would have betrayed her extraordinary 
motives." 

"While her deception lasted, it was 
very clever. I really gave her credit 
for being the unmannerly young person 
she enacted. To be sure, I foimd it 
hard to reconcile her beauty with her 
gross behaviom', and, no doubt, had she 
carried on her deceit much longer, I 
should have found her out. But, before 
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that could have happened, she would 
have gained her object, for I had fully 
made up my mind to leave you 
to-day." 

** Nonsense ! I wouldn't have per- 
mitted it. I noticed that her behaviour 
was very extraordinary; but to tell you 
frankly the truth, I thought the whole 
thing a mere piece of coquetry. After 
that singing bout of hers, I was per- 
suaded that her reason for acting so 
strangely was merely to make her real 
nature and capacities more striking, by * 
the force of contrast when she chose 
to exhibit them. Women will descend 
to any absurdities to gain admiration." 

" She evidently didn't want me ta 
admire her," said I, laughing. 

"Not the least galling part of the 
business is the doubt her deceit implies 
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of me. Could she — could you imagine 
for a moment that I could ever 
sanction her marriage with a man she 
didn't love ? If she can suspect that 
I would part with her on commercial 
grounds only, she does me a far greater 
wrong than she has done you." 

"It is her reserve that has brought 
aU this about/' said I. *'Had she asked 
a few questions, nothing could have 
happened to trouble us." 

"She is reserved — shy, as I told you 
— and confoundedly proud. She owned 
to me just now, that the idea of her 
becoming your wife in order to carry out 
her uncle's and my wishes was abhorrent 
to her. ' If I am to be loved, papa,' 
she said, ' I must be loved without 
regard to the wishes or objections of 
outsiders.' " 
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'*My views exactly," I exclaimed, "I 
never came here with the intention of 
making love to her. I wanted to know 
her and enjoy your hospitality and 
society, and uncle Tom could have no 
right to expect more from me. I always 
was and always shall be opposed to 
marriages 'of convenience,'" I continued 
warmly. "A man and a woman are 
brought together without love, without 
sympathy, without probably one interest 
in common, save that of mutual disgust. 
How can they be happy? You may 
tell them that their marriage will fill 
their pockets with money ; but how many 
pounds sterling does an ounce of pure 
love cost ? Where are they to go to 
market for their everyday moral wants ? 
I am too poor, and I hope too wise to 
sneer at money; but in my humble 
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opinion the man who should set to work 
to make a map of human life, would 
not blimder in putting aU the best things 
outside the money line." 



VOL. II. M 



CHAPTER VIL 

**Jl ship and a woman are erer repairing." 

Jacula Prudentum. 

My conversation did not terminate with 
that very fine philosophical stroke you 
have just read; but it is not worth 
while recording what followed, as it 
consisted entirely of apologies and ex- 
cuses on my uncle's side, and polite 
protests and entreaties on mine. 

Indeed, now that the trick was exposed 
and Theresa repentant, I was inclined to 
witness something exceedingly diverting 
in the whole performance, and to think 
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my cousin no ordinary genius for so 
cleverly planning and so bravely exe- 
cuting a very repulsive part. I could 
not quite believe that she was so re- 
pentant as her papa represented her. 
Somewhat ashamed of herself she might 
indeed be, not so much on account of 
her vagaries, as because she had so in- 
stantly dropped her mask on hearing I 
was in love with Conny. There was a 
confession of weakness in this she would 
not like to remember. 

Meanwhile my uncle was extraordinarily 
polite. The kind-hearted old man was 
obviously anxious to make me all the 
amends in his power. He planned a 
fishing excursion, a riding party, a drive 
to some famous ruins ; he begged me to 
suggest my own amusements. He had 
an engagement at half-past eleven to 
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meet some man on business at the village, 
whither he asked me to accompany him. 
I told him I should prefer rambling 
amongst the trees in the gromids, the 
truth being, I wanted to see Theresa 
and become friends with her. 

" Very well/' said he ; " do what- 
ever you please. I shall be back by 
lunch -time, and then we'll think over 
some way of getting rid of the after- 



noon." 



His horse was saddled and brought to 
the door ; he sprang upon it in fine 
style considering his great bulk, and with 
a, kindly nod at me, trotted slowly down 
the avenue. 

Seeing no signs of Theresa, I thought 
I could not better pass the time than 
by writing a description of my reception 
and adventures to Conny, and went into 
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the house meaning to settle down to a 
long letter. As I passed through the 
hall, I noticed the album lying upon the 
table in the drawing-room. So I took 
hold of the book, and, like an honest 
lover that I was, fell to a maudlin 
perusal of my mistress's countenance. 
But very often my eyes wandered to 
Theresa's handsome face, and though my 
heart reproached me for the involuntary 
judgment, I could not help confessing that 
of the two cousins Conny was decidedly 
the inferior in every physical respect. No- 
thing more natural, of course, being a fair 
man, than that when I had two pretty 
girls before me, she of the dark eyes 
should touch me more nearly than she 
of the blue. You will understand, I am 
speaking now as a connoisseur — of the 
eflfect produced upon my mind ; it was 
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a criticism with ivliich mv heart had 
nothing to do. 

I was leaving the drawing-room, en 
route for the libraiy, where I expected to 
find pen and paper, when I met my 
cousin face to &ce. She blushed and 
stood still — ^I think she had imagined I 
had gone out with her fatther — then 
promptly held out her hand, which you 
may believe I took readily enough. 

"What do you think of me?" she 
asked 

"What, but that you are a very fine 
actress, and acquitted yourself to perfec- 
tion in as difiicult a part as you could 
have chosen.'' 

" If you had only told me that you 
were in love with Conny, I should have 
been as anxious as papa to make you 
welcome/' she said 
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" We are both in an explanatory 
humour/' I replied, "so let us sit down 
and talk the matter out/' 

She seated herself — ^very diflFerently, I 
promise you, from the awkward fashion 
in which she had hitherto performed that 
action— her manner, indeed, wa^ abrupt, 
but that was owing to nervousness ; for 
the rest, she was as subdued as Katherine 
after five acts of Petruchio. 

"Your father tells me," said I, "you 
were imder the impression I had come 
here to make love to you on Stock 
Exchange principles, and marry you as 
a commercial undertaking. Nothing under 
yonder sky could be wider from the truth 
than that." 

"When papa informed me of your 
proposed visit," she answered, keeping 
her eyes bent downwards — and now that 
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8lie wa« womanly and well-behaved, I 
(50tdd appreciate the surprising length of 
her eyelashes, and the abundant folds of 
her rich brown hair — *'he quite gave me 
to imderstand that it was his and Tom's 
wish that I should marry yotL I said 
nothing — but I inwardly vowed that no 
earthly power should induce me to accept 
a man's hand under any other conditions 
than my own, I did not wish to pain 
j>apa by expressing the opinions I felt, 
and so resolved to make you disgusted 
with pie, and drive you out of the house 
as soon as possible." 

"You succeeded in everything.^ 
" I am very sorry," she continued, 
blushing again, though meeting my eyes; 
"you didn't deserve such bad treatment. 
Had you been a fop, or a siUy feUow, I 
should not regret tormenting you. But 
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you are neither, and bore your sufferings, 
so good-naturedly, that my conscience 
pricked me every time I forced a sneer,, 
or answered you rudely." 

" Had you treated me twenty times 
more rudely than you did," I answered, 
"you have said more than enough to 
entitle you to the fullest forgiveness. I 
applaud your motives highly, and think 
so well of your resolution not to be 
made love to without your consent, that 
I am only surprised you should have, 
behaved with so much moderation." 

" Don't be ironical. Moderation ! Think 
of OTwist last night!" 

"Poor O'Twist! had I not thought 
him mad, I should have thrashed him. 
But I was really afraid not only to 
raise my hand, but even to show my 
indignation, not knowing what might 
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become of me, should the lunatic's rage 
be excited ! " 

"I can only repeat," said she, "that I 
am very sorry it has happened. I will 
not say so again : for one apology is 
enough, when you are sincere. Papa 
was too emphatic. He fully impressed 
me with the idea that a marriage 
between us was settled, and — and I was 
determined not to be married in such 
an off-hand way." 

And then a bright blush glowed in 
those cheeks, which, a few hours before, 
I could have sworn were incapable of 
blushing ; she tried to smile, but looked 
terribly confused and nervous. 

" You must have a great deal of 
<;ourage to handle a pistol as you do," 
•said I, willing to relieve her by chang- 
ing the subject. "All the girls I have 



MY UNCLE'S SCHEME. 171 

known would rather play with a black 
beetle than gunpowder." 

" I began to shoot long before I 
ieard you were coming," she answered, 
quickly. 

"Yes, I know. Your father says you 
are a capital shot." 

" I believe I am. You wiU think the 
pastime very unfeminine ; but it is a 
•caprice of mine, and papa is very in- 
dulgent." 

"You are also a very courageous rider, 
I hear." 

"There are very few horses I should 
fear to mount." 

"And now, Theresa, wiU you confess 
that your favourite author is not the 
^Family Herald?'" 

She laughed outright at this, and ex- 
claimed : 
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"The most wonderful part of it all 
is, that I should ever have got you to 
believe the nonsense I talked." 

"It is no proof of my stupidity, but 
of your cleverness/' 

" Oh, how rude I was ! '' she cried, 
looking at me almost gaily, and losing 
her subdued manner. " How you stared 
when I refused to take your arm and to 
give you my cup to put down ! I was siUy 
to misbehave myself so to you ; but rather 
than allow any man to hang about me 
with sickly compliments, owing wholly to 
commercial inspirations, I would have 
acted ten times more boldly and rudely^ 
and never have rested until I had driven 
him out of the house, detesting my very 
name ! " 

" I believe you," said I, amused by the 
gleam in her eyes, and by her recurrence 
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to some points of the character she had 
<iiscarded. 

"But we won't talk of it. Tell me 
about yourself and Conny. Are you 
engaged ? " 

"No. Uncle Tom refuses his consent; 
and I ought to add that Conny isn't 
positively in love with me yet — at least 
she says she isn't." 

" I don't suppose Tom's sanction would 
trouble you much, would it?" she 
asked, making me smile, not only by her 
familiar reference to her uncle, but by 
her off-hand manner, which, now that it 
was associated with nothing of rudeness, 
I found extremely agreeable, piquant, and 
characteristic. 

"If Conny loved me, her father's con- 
sent, I believe, would follow. Her mamma 
is strongly on my side." 
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"I should never bother about relations^ 
opinions much," said she. "People only 
marry each other, not each other's family. 
Why does Tom object?" 

"Because IVe got no money." 

She pondered my reply for a little 
in silence, then took up the album^ 
opened it at Conny's picture, and mused 
over it. 

"She is very pretty, isn't she? Her 
fair hair will keep her a young looking^ 
woman when she is far beyond middle- 
age. I only wonder she hasn't married 
long ago. But they live as quietly at 
Grove End as we do, and their neigh- 
bours are about as cheerful and hospitable 
as ours." 

She closed the album and added, "If 
you marry her, I hope you'll both be 
happy. You'U find her staimch, I am 
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sure, if once you succeed in winning her 
love." 

"I am sure of that, too. What deep 
eyes she has 1 Her character has some- 
times puzzled me. Her mind is so 
nimble, that it seems to be frisking- 
about in a dozen meanings at once.'' 

" That kind of nimbleness makes a 
woman charming. Your plain-speaker is 
rarely followed by the men." 

" There are so few men of whom any- 
thing complimentary can be said, that 
there is little marvel we should shun 
candid women. It would have done me 
good had you continued your downright 
part for a week or two; you would have 
taught me to know some of my weak- 
nesses. As it is, I should say I have 
not lost less than three pounds weight 
of conceit since yesterday." 
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"But what have I lost? First impres- 
sions are everything — and I question if 
you will ever overcome the dislike of me 
I tried to produce." 

" I am not so stubborn as you think. 
But you hate compliments, and so I'll 
hold my tongue, lest 1 should be mis- 
construed." 

To this she made no reply ; but, leav- 
ing her chair, went to the window, where 
she stood for a minute or two. I could 
not help watching her fine figure with 
admiration. Had Conny been present I 
could not have admired Theresa less. I 
had abeady heard and seen enough to 
enable me to judge how odious the 
character she had assumed must have 
been to her, and the glad relief w'th 
which she had flung it aside. But what 
resolution was hers to give her strength 
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to cany out so singular an imposture I 
What force of character needful to beat 
down and sUence those instincts which, 
as certainly as she was a woman, would 
clamour for quite a different construction 
from what she was determined I should 
put upon her nature ! 

" I desired the footman," said she, 
approaching me, "to apologise to you 
this morning; but in order to get him 
to do so, I had to invent a little fable, 
which, no doubt, you will call a fib. I 
told him you were not the gentleman I 
had expected — ^leaving him to make out 
the riddle as his Irish brains best could. 
In one sense, you are not the gentleman 
I had expected. Still, unavoidable as the 
equivocation was, it annoys me intensely. 
True it is that one foUy begets another, 
and a worse. I must devise some expia- 

VOL. II. K 
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tion. Exact some penance — I promise 
you shall be obeyed." 

Now where was my wit, that I didn't 
say something handsome? 'Twas ever 
thus. A capital answer occurred next 
day. But it was too late. 

" I want nothing but your good opinion. 
I have innocently put you to a great 
deal of trouble. All I require is your 
forgiveness for having made you very 
uneasy." 

" Then let us shake hands and be good 
friends ; as cousins we ought to like each 
other. And since there is no likelihood 
of our being married, there is no reason 
why we should be enemies." 

I pressed her hand warmly, laughing 
at her queer speech, and her blunt 
manner ; but admiring too. 

At this moment the door opened, and 
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in came my uncle, who had evidently 
entered the house by one of the side 
doors. 

" I wish persons would knock when they 
come into a room," I whispered with 
soft significance, releasing her hand, and 
catching sight of the conscious blush 
with which she received the remark she 
had herself greeted me with not very 
long before. 

My uncle here burst into a roar of 
laughter. 

"Good friends, hey?" cried he; "now, 
then, we shall be happy ! " 

And running up to the piano, he 
strummed and sang : 

Time and chance are but a tide, 

Ha ! ha ! the wooing o't ! 

Slighted love is sair to bide. 

Ha ! ha ! the wooing o't ; 



I tm^ — 
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Shall I, like a fool, qnoth he. 

For a haaghly dizzie dee? 

She may gae to France for me! 

Ha ! ha ! the wooing o't ! 

Than which nothing could be more 
ludicrously inappropriate. 

"I thought you weren't coming back 

until lunch-time," said I. 

« 

"I met a fellow with a message from 
my man to say he couldn't meet me," he 
Answered. 



Nrf*« -^ «^ I *« > 



CHAPTER VIIL 



" But now we talk of moanting steed." 

Hudibras. 

After lunch I wrote to Conny. I should 
like to see that letter now. I composed 
it as one of Johnson's poets wrote poetry : 
" with an incessant ambition of wit ; " 
mentioned that little affair with O'Twist, 
but made no further reference to Teazer's 
treatment (holding that both she and her 
father would expect my silence) ; asked if 
I was missed, if there was anybody at 
Grove End who would particularly care 
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to see me back again ; diversified my 
pregnant sentimental " asides " with well- 
laboured bursts of cynicism, and concluded 
four pages of close writing with a very 
eloquent, *^ Believe me," &c. 

As I addressed the envelope, Theresa 
came into the library, and asked me if 
I would ride with her. 

"I should greatly enjoy a ride," I 
answered, hardily ; " but you mustn't 
expect to find me a very good horseman* 
However, providing my horse doesn't 
rear, I daresay I shall be able to hold 



on. 



"You shall have papa's horse. He is. 
very quiet." 

" I don't think I could take a gate," 
said I. 

*' Oh, we'll keep to the main road." 

This being settled, she went to get on 
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her habit. I was rather sorry I had no 
straps by me. I am aware that they 
are not much worn by riders ; but depend 
upon it, they are very useful to incipient 
horsemen, since they prevent the trowsers 
from mounting up to the knees, should 
the horse grow at all distracted. Hat- 
guards are also valuable. Indeed, a bad 
rider ought to be sewn into his clothes ; 
and it would not be sometimes amiss, if 
his clothes were also tacked on to the 
saddle. 

In about ten minutes' time Theresa was 
ready. The horses were brought by the 
groom to the door: and my cousin 
mounted with fine grace. I, like a 
blockhead, clambered up the wrong side ; 
but though my uncle, as well as the 
groom and Teazer, was looking, nobody 
laughed; and I had, therefore, the satis- 
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faction of believing I had acquitted my- 
self well. To my great relief the animal, 
under my weight, stood as motionless as 
a clothes'-horse. Teazer's, on the other 
hand, began to dance, like one of your 
trained brutes at a circus, when the band 
strikes up. 

"Here's a whip, sir," said the groom. 
I jerked the reins, my uncle waved his 
hand, my horse broke into a trot (I 
into a perspiration), off went Teazer's 
animal sideways, I watching the lateral 
beast with speechless anxiety, fearful every 
moment of running into him ; we got 
out of the avenue into the high-road, and 
away we clattered — God help me I — 
under an Indian sun. 

Teazer kept ahead of me for some ten 
minutes, her horse being very nettlesome 
and restivCj and defying her restraint. I 
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had settled into a good solid trot, was 
growing used to the motion, and had no 
wish to gallop. However, Teazer slackened 
her pace after a little, and fell into a walk, 
which I thought uncommonly safe and 
agreeable. 

" Where would you like to go ? " she 
asked. 

" Wherever you please." 

"Shall we ride to Blenhall Abbey? 
We are on the road to it, and the ruins 
are well worth seeing." 

" I shall be very glad." 

Here her horse spraog forward, mine 
followed, and away we dashed at full 
gallop, I stooping my head like a hunch- 
back to keep my hat on, and wondering 
what pleasure people could take in having 
their hearts shaken into their throats, 
and their midriffs into their boots. How- 
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ever, use wiU father other things besides 
those begot by sense ; and before long I 
not only began to discover that swifb 
motion was a sensation by no means dis- 
agreeable, but found courage to raise 
my head and attend to my cousin's 
figure. 

Although, in spite of my fashionable 
and aristocratic prejudices, I knew almost 
nothing about riding, the stable, or the 
turf, I had a good eye for picturesque 
combinations and graceful movements, for 
small waists and easy attitudes. I was 
therefore qualified to admire Theresa on 
horseback, nor did I require to be told 
that she was a splendid horsewoman. 
Even her man's hat could riot deform 
the perfection of outline submitted to my 
following gaze by her noble figure. So 
much has been written about female 
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riders, that all description of Theresa in 
the saddle would be supererogatory, and 
I will therefore save you a long account 
here by briefly referring you for fuU in- 
formation on this important subject to 
the Entertaining Library of six shillings, 
two shillings, one shiUing, and sixpenny 
novels to be found at all bookstalls and 
railway stations in town and country. 

"I am afraid you find it very hot," 
said she, checking her horse's canter and 
dropping alongside of me. 

"It is rather hot,'' I answered, glancing 
at a sky whose colour would have figured 
well in a view of Palmyra. **But I am 
enjoying my ride very much." 

"I could give you several jumps if 
you'd care about them. There are some 
good hedges yonder," ,and she pointed 
with her whip to the plains beneath. 
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" I am very well satisfied," I replied. 
*' Let me see 1 There's the railway station, 
and yonder's the hot road I trudged along 
yesterday. The view from here is very 
pretty, but I fancy a ride would be 
more enjoyable in the cool of the even- 
ing. Hallo 1 are we to go down that 
hiU?" 

"Yes. Keep a firm hold of your 



reins." 



We turned into an abominably steep 
lane. I shoved my feet weU out into 
the stirrups, and uttered no observation 
whatever until we had reached the 
bottom. Then I exclaimed, 

" Such a descent is enough to try the 
nerves of a mule." 

"We shall meet with nothing but level 
roads now," said sha "Are you for a 
gallop ? " 
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"No. Let's have a talk. . . . How 
superbly you ride, Theresa." 

"Do I?" 

"You make me feel as inelegant as a 
Hindoo, sitting like a tailor on an 
elephant's head." 

" Have you ridden with Conny ? " 

"No. I don't think she rides, does 
she?" 

" A little. She is not like me : she 
is womanly in her testes and aversions." 

" Oh, don't say that ! " I exclaimed^ 
not quite sure whether she meant to com* 
pliment herself or her cousin. 

"She would never have played you 
such a trick as I did." 

"Impossible to say. Had she mis- 
judged the motive of my visit to Grove 
End — ^imagined, as you did, that I had 
come to make love to her for the sake 
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of her money — oh, Theresa I she might 
have poisoned me!" 

"Tell me, do you think it is proper 
that a girl should be made love to only 
for her money?" 

" Certainly not. I consider it insult- 
mg. 

" I acted wrongly in not giving myself 
time to find out what sort of a man you 
were, before I began my tricks. But 
then it would have been too late; for 
after you had seen me in my natural 
capacity, as the menagerie people say, 
shamming would have been ridiculous/' 

"Don't let us talk about anything that 
vexes us, Theresa. Yesterday is dead 
and gone, and our acquaintance dates 
firom this morning. But there is one 
view of the question of marrying for 
money which ought to be considered: 
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Suppose a fellow falls in love with a 
girl who has a fortune? doesn't he run 
a great risk of being misjudged ? '* 

" If a girl has any sense, she wiU soon 
see whether he is fond of her or not." 

I shook my head. 

" Some men flatter so well, feign so 
skilfully, appeal so dexterously to a 
woman's weaknesses, that it needs more 
clear-sightedness than most girls possess 
to divine either their real feelings or 
their real motives." 

Her fine eyes sparkled as she answered, 
"That is why I hate flattery. Honest 
people won't flatter. I always look upon 
a compliment as the mask of some senti- 
ment which would be very offensive were 
it exposed." 

** That's an extreme view. A man may 
sometimes flatter with the wish to please; 
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and whom should he wish to please but 
his sweetheart?" 

"I would rather not be complimented 
by the man I love." 

"Hell have to be dumb, then," said L 
"I will agree with you in this," said 
she, with a smile, "a girl with money 
is under great disadvantages as regards 
courtship and marriage. For she may 
love a man whose sensitiveness finds an 
obstacle in her fortune, and keeps him 
back, lest a proposal should subject him 
to misconstruction. Or she may meet 
with a man who sincerely loves her, but 
whose sincerity she distrusts because she 
has money. Now *a girl without money 
knows very well that when an oflFer is 
made her, she is loved only for herself. 
That feeling is worth more than the 
largest fortune, I should think" 



MT UNCLE'S SCHEHiU. 193 

"Girls," said I, "must find out the 
truth for themselves, as men have to do. 
Marriage is a game that takes two to 
play. The man has just as much right 
to suspect the girl's sincerity, aa the girl 
has to suspect his. They ought, both of 
them, to be above suspicion. Loyalty 

begets loyalty. Where doubt is 

whoa 1 " 

Here my horse stumbled, and I barely 
saved my hat from falling. The move« 
ment of my horse startled hers, and 
away we galloped. Talk was at an end 
between us; but though many of my 
faculties were engrossed by the labour 
of keeping my seat, I could still think. 
Was Theresa disappointed ? Had she a 
worm i' the bud ? What made her so 
sensitive about money ? She talked very 
candidly ; but then she knew 1 was in 
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love, and that knowledge conferred on 
us both privileges we could hardly have 
exercised had my affections been disen- 
gaged. What a change, mon Dieu! from 
the rude vixen of yesterday 1 I couldn't 
conceive a more agreeable girl than she. 
Considering that she must still be em- 
barrassed by the memory of her behaviour 
to me, her ease was wonderful, her ami- 
ability delightful 

We had turned, by this time, into a 
long lane, with a tall hedge on either side 
of us, and plenty of trees, which, how- 
ever, did not protect us from the sun. I 
have no doubt the country around looked 
very beautiful, and golden and green, 
with flashes of yellow light here, and 
splashes of some other kind of colour 
there — crammed, in a word, with a thou- 
sand effects, such as, properly catalogued 
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here, would entitle me to a place in 
English fiction second only to tliat occu- 
pied by the immortal author of Black's 
picturesque Guide Books. But to speak 
the truth, I was thinking too much about 
my neck to remark the beautiful and the 
lovely; for my horse, on entering the 
lane, had indescribably shocked me by 
shying at an old man in a blouse, and 
from that moment I was aflOiicted with 
misgivings. 

Happily the Ruins were at the end of 
the lane. We came to an open grassy 
space, my cousin halted, and pointed to 
some pieces of wall here and there, sup- 
porting what might have been the frame 
of a window in the reign of St. 
Lucius. 

" Hallo I a fire ! " said I, imagining 
for the moment that here were the 
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remains of a house that had very nearly 
been burnt to the ground. 

Teazer burst into a loud laugh, the 
merriest that ever made the summer air 
jocund with human glee. 

"Why," cried she, "this is BlenhaU 
Abbey, the most famous ruin in the 
county. I don't know how many books 
have been written about it." 

"Oh, yes, I see the ivy now, and the 
green mould about the bricks." 

" Some say it was built in the reign 
of Hemy II., and some in Eichard L's 
time. Two gentlemen belonging to a 
society came to visit it a few months 
ago, and afterwards called upon papa. 
That evening there was an argument. 
Papa's library was turned topsy-turvey to 
prove things. One gentleman in a passion 
smashed his spectacles by thumping his 
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fist on the table where they lay. The 
best part of it was, papa has a theory 
that the Abbey is of much more recent 
date, and declares he can show it was 
constructed in Queen Mary's time. You 
may imagine the hubbub I It ended in 
all three of them becoming enemies," 

^* Oh, those antiquarians ! " I exclaimed. 
**They would wrangle for hours over a 
brick jfresh from a kiln, one swearing it 
was made in the time of Agricola, and 
another that it was the work of those 
Israelites who built the pyramids. I call 
those ruins rubbish, don't you?" 

Theresa shrugged her shoulders aflGorma- 
tively. "But don't tell papa I think so," 
she exclaimed with a gay laugh, wheeling 
her horse round. 

It was five o'clock when we sighted 
home. On the whole, in spite of the 
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heat and my nervousness, I had enjoyed 
the ride. Going up the hill, a gadfly 
had bitten my horse; the animal plunged, 
and I gave myself up for lost. The 
movement dislodged the fly, and the 
horse became calm; but feeling by the 
coolness in that part that my left leg 
showed its sock, I did not doubt that I 
had made a spectacle of myself. Judge 
my surprise when Teazer congratulated me 
upon the first-rate style in which I had 
handled the horse. She assured me I 
had saved him from falling with enviable 
coolness and address; and added that she 
was certain I was laughing at her when 
I pretended I couldn't ride 1 My con- 
science smarted, but I held my tongue. 
Thus, Eugenio, is honour heaped on the 
undeserviiig. Thus do muff's become 
great by the very ignorance that ought 
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to suppress them. Thus does the 
simpleton become a field-marshal, the 
ninny a bishop, the finimp a privy- 
councillor, the sumph a court-physician. 

My uncle was very jolly at dinner. 
He roared over my mistake about the 
ruins, and brought the tears to my eyes 
by his description of the two members of 
the antiquarian society. It was plain that 
both he md his daughter we^e striving 
might and main to make amends for the 
sufferings I had undergone on the previous 
day. Teazer, perhaps, was a little bash- 
ful, a little demure under her father's 
eye ; but he was not to be resisted. I 
daresay a good many of his stories en- 
riched the pages of Joe Miller; I daresay 
he had told them over and over again 
any time these twenty years. But what 
was that to me ? What anecdotes he 
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had, lie related well. He was so anxious, 
moreover, that I should be amused, that 
I more than once echoed his own kindly 
roar, when the best of his joke lay in 
his broad, honest, hearty, British expanse 
of face. 

As to 'Twist, the man pained me 
with his officiousness. He was for ever 
at my ear, whispering with silvery soft- 
ness, "A little more sherry, sir?" "I 
can ricommind this claret, sir;" "Will 
you throy the champeene, sir ? " " Perhaps 
your honour would preefar the Meedeery?" 
I think he wanted to make me tipsy to 
show his remorse. He avoided looking at 
me from motives of memory and delicacy 
I could sincerely appreciate; but I could 
not move without bringing him to my 
side. 
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After dinner we went into the grounds, 
where coffee was brought us. 

This is a pretty fine life for a banker's 
€lerk 1 thought I, stretching back in an 
arm-chair and smoking one of my uncle's 
ImpericdeSf a cigar, Matilda, worth half-a- 
crown, as thick as your dainty wrist, and 
nearly ten inches long. Ten inches of 
bliss 1 crudele fuoco ! that so much 
leaf paradisaical should ever turn to 
innutritions ash I 

Yesterday I should have expected Teazer 
to pull out a black cutty pipe, load it 
with cavendish tobacco, and call for a 
glass of rum. Now she sat in a low 
<ihair, her hands folded on her lap, quiet, 
attentive, gentle in aspect and manner, 
despite the bright flash that filled her 
"eyes each time she raised them. I 
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thought of yesterday's comedy, the queer 
resolution that had prompted her, the 
histrionic ability that had fooled me. 
Were I to write such a story, I thought, 
who would believe me ? It was one of 
those possible things that are incredible. 
Ghosts, murders, and bigamies, living 
burials, exhumations, and pushing-your- 
sweetheart's - husband - over - precipices, are 
events which happen every moment^ 
which you may number among the sights 
you witness every time you take your 
walks abroad, and are therefore fit sub- 
jects for novel-writers to deal with. But 
that any young lady, calling herself a 

lady, could act 

Oh ! Eugenio ! — thou whom I have 
apostrophised so often, and may now 
publish thee no myth, but rather my 
bosom friend — ^thou knowest I am writing 
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true history ; that Theresa did so receive 
me; that I did so undeceive her; that 
she did drop her nonsense, and become 
on a sudden a charming English lady, 
whom it was a rapture to look at, and 
a joy to listen to. 

"Teazer," said I 

Here I halted, coughed, and said, 
" Have you any objection to my calling 
you by this familiar name ? " 

" Certainly not. My behaviour yester- 
day privneges you to find me an ugUer 
title." 

" It hits her character, doesn't it ? " 
exclaimed her father. "I gave it her, 
and she shall wear it as long as she 
deserves it." 

"I was going to ask you," said I, 
*^to give me a proof of your pistolling 
powers." 
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"Make her give up that nonsense, 
Charlie," remarked my uncle. 

"It is harmless enough," I replied. 

"If the pistol don't burst. That is all 
I care about. However, Teazer, since 
your fame is concerned — ^for I remem- 
ber boasting of your dexterity to 
Charlie, at Grove End — ^go and get 
the pistol and show him what you 
can do." 

She went into the house, and after a 
short absence, returned with a pistol case, 
and a small worsted ball, to which a 
piece of thread was attached. 

"Please go and hang this up for me 
on that rose tree there." 

I took the ball and suspended it to a 
branch. She loaded her pistol very scien- 
tifically. 

"Your white hand," said I, "ientirely 
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robs the pistol of its murderous signifi- 
cance." 

"Gro and stand near the tree," she 
answered, "and then you'll see the thread 
cut." 

She had sneered at my courage yester- 
day, and the wound still bled. That she 
might have no further occasion to doubt 
my prodigious valour, I took up a position 
so close to the tree that, had she suffered 
me to remain there, it would have been 
ten to one but I had received the balL She 
guessed my motive, and called out laugh- 
ingly, " Not so near : I might hit you I " 

I stalked a few paces away, with a 
great air of nonchalance, as if I should 
say, " Pshaw ! I am quite used to be 
shot at." She levelled her pistol. I 
looked at her. 

"Watch the thread," she said. She 
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was twenty paces off. I fixed my eyes 
on the string— bang! a sharp, clear 
report, and down dropped the balL 

" Wonderful I " I exclaimed. 

She came to the tree, re-aflfixed the 
ball, and, putting the pistol in my hand, 
asked me to shoot. 

"Ill try," said I; "but you must 
keep behind me. Anybody within a 
hundred yards either side that tree would 
run the fearfullest risk. Winkle was a 
neater shot than I." 

I measured twenty paces, faced the 
tree, levelled the pistol, pulled the trigger, 
and by heaven 1 the hall fell ! 

Teazer stared : my uncle clapped his 
hands. 

"You are a soldier's son," said he, 
"and ought to be able to shoot welL 
After that, Teazer, boast no more." 
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I was now afraid that Teazer would 
challeiige me to shoot again. Another 
fluke had added another leaf to the 
crown I felt sprouting about my brows : 
it would be a great blow to have the 
growth of that vegetation checked. But 
to my delight Theresa returned to her 
chair. I rather fancied that she felt 
somewhat ashamed of this amusement of 
hers. Perhaps because it was now asso- 
ciated with her conduct of the previous 
day; and she would naturally not care 
to deal with so direct a reference to her 
rudeness. 

This exploit of mine naturally persuaded 
them that I was a far more accomplished 
person than my modesty sufiered me to 
represent; and of course Theresa was 
sure that I could play and sing as well 
as I could shoot and ride. 
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"No, on my honour, I can't sing a 
note." 

My uncle looked incredulous. 

But you can play ? " said Theresa. 

"By ear only," I repUed. "But TU 
tell you what I can do, I can appreciate 
fine music and playing when I hear 
them, and as I am quite sure you are a 
good singer, you ought to oblige me by 
teaching me to forget your well-acted 
noises of yesterday." 

"That's only fair," exclaimed my imcle. 

So saying, he led the way to the 
drawing-room. 

"What shall I sing?" asked Teazer, 
taking her place at the piano, and this 
time not knocking over the music 
stool. 

"Whatever comes into your head," I 
answered. 
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"Anything not maudlin," said her 
father. 

She reflected a moment, and then 
struck up a very simple, but a very- 
sweet melody, which she accompanied 
with a voice remarkably pure and rich. 
Indeed, I never listened to any amateur 
whose voice I liked so. well, nor to any 
song which gave me more pleasure. 

-What a very pretty song," said I 
when she had finished. 

" Old Kit Marlow's words, * Come, live 
with me,' set by some eighteenth century 
composer," exclaimed my uncle. 

" What a dreadful struggle it must 
have cost you to sing so badly," said I, 
looking at Theresa with a smile. 

She coloured up and asked me if I 
knew — I forget the name of the piece : 
one of Chopin's, I think I begged her 

TOL. II. p 
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to play it; but though she went through 
it in dashing style, I can't say I was 
pleased. It was not music — ^there were 
no tunes in it. Here and there a little 
fragment of melody popped up and pro- 
voked the fingers into giving chase, but 
it invariably vanished among the growls 
of the bass, or finished with a scream 
amid the writhings and chatterings and 
shiverings of the treble. I was well 
aware that it was one of those pieces 
which the musical pubHc pay half-a-guinea 
for sofa-stalls to hear, and so I seemed 
to applaud. That it was as little to my 
uncle's taste as mine, I had no doubt; 
but then it was his daughter who played 
it, and he couldn't be captious. 

When she rose, he took her place, and 
made me laugh heartily over his imitation 
of the Italian opera. He was a capital 
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mimic — struck his breast and clenched his 
fist as the basso — shrugged his shoulders, 
and elevated his arm to heaven, as 
the tenor — squeaked and wailed as the 
prima donna; and concluded with a duet, 
making the oddest noises with his mouth, 
in excellent imitation of a violoncello. 
Thia done, he bowed to the room, and 
pretended to collect bouquets. 

I passed the rest of the evening in 
playing double-dummy with him, while 
Theresa sat near us, sometimes reading, 
but more often watching the game. 



CHAPTER IX. 



(( 



i> 



The circulating hours dividing 

'Twixfc reading, walking, eating, riding.' 

Jenyna, 



A REGULAR account of my doings during 
my stay at uncle Dick's house would 
be rather wearisome. It would be a 
different matter if I had the ability to 
make the record as pleasant as the ex- 
perience. 

One or two neighbours were disposed 
to be friendly ; but unfortunately, they 
were people Theresa didn't care about. 
My kind-hearted imcle appeared to regret 
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the general want of cordiality for my 
sake. 

" In other places," he said, " some kind 
of fun is always to be got ; pic-nics, 
lawn-parties, and so forth. But the ut- 
most civilities we are accustomed to, here, 
are sometimes a bow, and at long inter- 
vals, a visit." 

I assured him that I wanted no other 
and no better society than himself and 
his daughter. 

" StiU," said he, " I should like to have 
given a party of some kind for you. But 
if I wanted to fill my rooms, I should 
have to hunt for my guests in the high- 
ways and under the hedges. There are 
not half-a-dozen creatures in the district 
to whom I would offer a glass of wine." 

"English society appeaxs to me into- 
lerably exclusive.". 
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**Ay/' he answered, "your self-made 
men know that. In the provinces there 
is nothing harder to get than society. 
A man must live in a place half his life 
before he can gather people about him, 
and then his antecedents must be unim- 
peachable. Provincial society consists of 
coteries, all absurdly jealous and sus- 
picious of intruders. I parted with some 

pleasant friends when I left ; but 

how many years I shall have to live 
here before the people whose acquaintance 
is desirable will honour me with their 
friendship I cannot imagine. Money wiU 
not bring society, and mere respectability 
takes time to make itself known. No- 
thing but a title or unquestionable aris- 
tocratic connexions bring people about 
you at once. Ah 1 we're a sad set of 
toadies in this country; and yet, though 
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I occasionally grumble, I am satisfied 
that society should remain as it is. The 
social successes of moneyed interlopers 
have done a great deal, since I was a 
boy, to demoralise the tone of English 
society. The world is lumbered with 
parvenus ; and though I am a City man 
myself, I am conservative enough in my 
views of life never to regret any illus- 
tration, on the part of society, of a 
resolution to resist the encroachments of 
the City." 

" Getting into Parliament seems a good 
way of getting into society," said I. 

"The great way. T will venture to 
say that a third of the members of the 
House sit for social, not for political, 
aims, of which they know nothing. 
However, I never hear of some notorious 
company-monger, some rascal the very 
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magnitude of whose robberies preserves 
him from the law, getting into Parlia- 
ment, without consoling myself with the 
reflection that there is a special consti- 
tuency of blackguards in this country 
whose interests ought to be represented 
as well as those of the honester classes, 
and that the swindler, the company- 
maker, the Stock Exchange hocusser, are 
the right men for it." 

Yet in spite of my uncle's reasoning, 
his neighbours were not more to blame 
than he was for unsociability. He was 
so good-hearted a man, so excellent a 
host, so cheerful and amiable a companion, 
that he could have found no difficulty 
in procuring friends had he made the 
effort. In truth, neither he nor hiB 
daughter cared for society. They were 
both easily bored, as I noticed once when 
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some people called. These people were 
fresh from London, and could talk of 
nothing but the impertinences of the 
season. My uncle laughed at them when 
they were gone, and asked me what 
manner of sin he should commit in order 
to expiate the perpetration of entertain- 
ing such people at his house ? 

The letter I had written to Conny 
remained unanswered. Every hour of the 
days that followed, I looked forward to 
receiving her answer. Her silence morti- 
fied me. I thought her cruel to neglect 
me, knowing what my feelings were. 
I pored over her picture, afficting my 
common sense with all manner of silly 
questions. She had given me quite 
enough encouragement to lead me to 
beKeve that she was very nearly in love 
with me, and what I wanted to know was, 
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Was she a flirt ? and had she humoured 
my passion only to make an ass of 
me ? 

I had confidently reckoned upon re- 
ceiving an answer to my letter. Had 
her father forbidden her to write ? No ; 
that was improbable. He certainly would 
not wish her to treat me with rudeness. 
I grew jealous, uneasy, angry. Suppose 
all the time she had been allowing me 
to make love to her, she was pledged to 
Curling, was corresponding with him, 
was meeting him I How detestable to be 
tricked 1 How odious to pour your soft 
adoration into the ears of a woman who 
is laughing in her sleeve at your non- 
sense, and thinking, at the very moment 
you consider yourself most eloquent, how 
much better the other fellow expresses, 
the same sentiments ! 
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Lovers can never be ridiculous in each 
other's eyes, if both are in earnest. But 
if one is insincere, then the other is 
inevitably absurd. So two mad people 
explaining to each other, the one his 
claims to the English throne, the other 
his claims to the moon as a family 
estate, listen with gravity, embrace with 
sympathy, and part with mutual ad- 
miration. But a lunatic, talking his 
nonsense to a sane man, is pitied and 
despised. 

Oh, who that has been in love hasn't 
sujSered ? Where is he ? I would walk 
ten miles on the hottest July day to 
behold him. I say, it is impossible 
to love and not to suffer. Thy goddess 
is a divinity hedged about with furze,, 
and whatever be thy fortune with her, 
inevitably art thou bound to carry away 
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scars and blisters and wounds. Nay, 
madam, I never said that these sufferings, 
these agonies, were confined to one sex. 
You take your share ; youy too, have 
your lacerations, your sleepless nights, 
your heavy eyelids. There is a Jack 
for every Jill — a Jill for every Jack 
But do yom* sufferings mitigate ours? 
Does Sylvia weeping over Alexis' cruel 
marriage with Phyllis, comfort Phoebus, 
who blubbers over Delia's engagement to 
Hylas ? Oh, this is a vale of tears ! let 
us silence recrimination — and weep, if not 
in each other's arms, at least for one 
another. 

Nobody knows — nobody ever will know 
— and nobody had better ask — ^how I 
suffered (intermittently) whilst I waited 
for the letter I never got. " She doesn't 
care for me 1 " I would cry. " She is in 
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love with Curling. She has forgotten my 
very name. Or worse, she remembers me 
only to divert that rascally cashier, whom 
she meets, God knows how and where, 
with demure travesties of my pretty whis- 
pers." And then — my imagination being 
always briskest when I was saddest, 
resembling a cat, that is friskiest at 
night— up would spring a vision : Conny 
with her sweet, deep eyes, her shining 
• tresses, her adorable little figure, made 
love to by Curling, of the frizzy hair and 
pigeon-pie-shaped bosom; watching him 
(faugh !) with the divinest meaning in 
those eyes, into whose depths I had so 
often gazed, and gazed, and gazed, and 
still found nothing but a vacuum of 
moist and lambent blue ! Then, Eugenio, i 

would I clench my hands, and grind 
my teeth; then would I consign Mr. 
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Curling's soul to Mephistopheles, and 
hold an Imaginary Conversation with the 
faithless one, superior in wit, nature, 
satire, and the received beauties, to any- 
thing ever written by Savage Landor; in 
which I would now wither her with sar- 
casms, and now revive her with splendid 
entreaties, now overwhelm her with con- 
tempt, and now restore her with the most 
luxuriant tenderness. 

Did you never indulge in these mental 
strifes? Then you have never been in 
love. Who that has been in love has 
not morally wrestled with his goddess, as 
fanatically as ever Luther wrestled with 
the Devil? Don't say you trusted her. 
Don't outrage experience by pretending 
that you always had the most unbounded 
confidence in her. You know you hadn't. 
Tou know when you left her for a week. 
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that you thought, that day, of the party 
she was going to next evening, of the 
men she would meet there, of the 
waltzes she would dance there, of the 
conservatory she would retire to. Again, 
when you were miles away, don't you 
remember thinking : " To-day is Lady 
Sloper's picnic; Aurelia is going; she 
will meet that beast Lovall ; she will 
come home by moonlight in a crowded 
vehicle, the beast Lovall at her side, 
while her mamma, her only protector, 
slumbers a mile behind in the slow 
omnibus." Pshaw ! he that writes this 
has gone through it all, and what con- 
solation, fellow-sufferers, has he to offer 
you ? Dean Swift said of the weather, 
*^I never remember any weather not too 
hot or too cold, too wet or too dry ; 
but, however God Almighty contrives it, 
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at the end of the yeax 'tis all very 
well'' 

So of love; at the end of the year 
'tis all very well. 
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BIDA'S FOUR GOSPELS, with thb whols of thb Original Etchings. 
As promised last year, the PuHiskers beg to announce 

THE GOSPEL OF ST. MATTHEW, 

CONTAINING FORTY-ONE ETCHINGS. 

Price to Purchasers of the Fou-R Volumes, when published^ £3^., mna 
also to Non-Subscribers until the xst of February next; after which date 
the price of this Volume^ in consequence of the extra number of Engravings ^ 
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AND OTHER PICTURE GALLERIES OF FLORENCE, 
WITH SOME ACCOUNT OF THE ARTISTS AND THEIR PAINTINGS. 

[O thos6 who have had the good fortune to visit the Picture Galleries 
of Florence, it is unnecessary to speak of the elories of painting 
that hang on those wonderful walls. They have, for many centuries, 
attracted the homage of all men possessing a knowledge of art, and 
among the thousands who have annually crowded those galleries, there must 
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the pleasure they experienced while looking at the triumphs of the great 
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THE SECOND NORTH GERMAN POLAR EX- 
PEDITION IN THE YEAR 1869-70 

Of the Ships " Germania " and " Hansa,'' under command of 

Captain Koldeway, 

Edited and condensed by H. W. Bates, Esq., of the Royal Geographical 
Society, and translated by Louis Merciek, M. A. (Oxon.) 

The nan:ative portion of this important work is full of interest and extra- 
ordinary adventure in the ice-fields ; and, in addition to much matter of great 
scientific value, gives a graphic account of the hardships and sufferings of 
the crew of the " Haasa ^ after the crushing of that ship m the ice. 
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among us ; and two annual exhibitions of French pictures in London— one of 
which has flourished for nearly twenty years—have familiarized Englishmen 
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Australia. With Illustrations and a Map. Edited, with an Introductory 
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BY J. THOMSON, F.R.G.S., Author of "Illustrations of 
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Practical knowledge pervades the grand story thus told. . . . It is impossible, 
owever, that justice should be done in such a brief and hasty notice to a 
book so far superior in every sense to a mere compilation." — From revieioin 
The Standard, Sept. 28, 1874. 
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NOTES OF A JOURNEY IN THE RUSSIAN PROVINCES OF 

CENTRAL ASIA AND THE KHANATES OF 
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BY EUGENE SCHUYLER, Sbcrbtary of Ambkican Lbgation, 

St. Pbtbrsburg. 

A MANUAL OP PRECIOUS STONES AND 

ANTIQUE GEMS. 

BY HODDER M. WESTROPP, Author of " Thb Travbllbr's Art 
Companion," '* Prb*Historic Phasbs," &c. 

Small pmt 8yo., numerous Illustntioiis, doth extra, fit. 
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of this Important Work. 
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A POPULAR HISTORY OP FRANCE, FROM 
THE EARLIEST TIMES. 

By M. GUIZOT, Author of " The History of Civiliation in 

Europe," &c. 

WITH NUMEROUS ILLUSTRATIONS BY A. DB NBUVILLB. 

Translated by ROBERT BLACK, M.A. 

Volumes I. to III., royal 8vo., cloth extra, each 341., now ready. 
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The Times says:— "M. Guizot possesses pre-eminently the historic 
faculty. For the past there are few ffuides so trustworthy, and none who 
interpret history more faithfully than the illustrious author of ' The History 
of Civilization.' He lifts the mind to heights of history. He unfolds it as 
a drama, which interests young and old. The careful study of such a work 
as Guiaot's ' France ' is an important element in culture and training. It is 
impossible to over-estimate the importance of a history where nicts are 
chosen to illustrate principles and enforce great truths ; where there is a 
continuous pretest in favour of liberty, whether political, intellectual, or 
religioiis, and where good and evil are not tampered with to suit party 
purposes, but the historian is as impartial and open to the reception of truth 
as he hopes to make the students who follow his pages. The work supplies a 
want whu:h has long been felt, and it ought to be in the hands of all students 
of history. We cannot doubt that it will meet with the same favourable 
reception in England which has already attended its publication in France." 
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OR, LIFE IN NEW ZEALAND. 

BY LAURENCE J. KENNAWAY. 

Crown 8vo., Illustrations by the Author, doth extra, 5^. 
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BRYANPS POPULAR HISTORY OF THE UNITED STATES. 

A POPULAR HISTORY Of THE 

UNITED STATES,' 

By WILLIAM CULLEN BRYANT, assisted by SYDNEY 

HOWARD GAY. 

To be profusely Illustrated with numerous Engravings on Steel 
and Wood, after designs by the best artists. 

Messrs. Sampson Low and Q). beg to announce that they have arranged 
with the American publishers for the simultaneous publication of a Populkr 
History of the United States by William Cullen Bryant, assisted bv Sydney 
Howard Gay. The work is to begin with the earliest authentic history of 
the Western Continent — though not ignoring the earlier mythical period — 
and to come doMm to the close of the first century of American Inde- 
pendence. It will occupy four or five volumes, and u to be profusely and 
largely illustrated from original designs. 

The aim of the publishers and authors is to supply a want which has long 
been felt by the reading public, and is well understood by booksellers. 
Admirable histories of America, of the United States, of different portions 
of both, and of many distinguished men whose lives at one time or another 
have helped to make those histories, have been written, and are familiar to 
scholars. Some of them cover one period and some another ; and some are 
more, some less, full and exhaustive. But a popular history, in the true 
sense of that term, one that shall be instructive through the sense of sight as 
wdl as through the labour of perusal ; one which is sought for by that im- 
mense number of readers with whom literature is not a profession, but who 
choose to be well informed in the history of their own and other countries, 
however much their lives may be absorbed in other pursuits — a popular his- 
tory of this sort, compendious and not appalling from its size, accurate with- 
out being tedious, and one that at the same time shall be attractive by its 
appeal to the love of the picturesque and the artistic, has as yet no exist- 
ence. Such it is meant Bryant's " History " shall be, and the name of that 
distinguished author is an assurance of its success. 

LAOCOON; 

ANfESSAY UPON THE LIMITS OF PAINTING AND POETRY, 

WITH REMARKS ILLUSTRATIVE OF VARIOUS POINTS 

IN THE HISTORY OF ANCIENT ART. 

By GoTTHOU) Ephkaim Lessing. 

A new translation by Ellen Frothingham, crown 8vo., cloth extra, 5;. 

CrowH Hfc*, cloth extra, ^rice zor. ^. 

TE ROU; OR, THE MAORI AT HOME. 

A TALE. Exhibiting the Social Life, Manners, Habits, and Customs ot 

the Maori Race in New Zealand prior to the introduction 

of civilization amongst them. 

By JOHN WHITE, Native Inteffreter, Auckland; formerly Resident 

Magistrate at IVanganuif and Native Land Purchase Commissioner, , 

New Work hy Rev. Edward Bickerstbth. 

THE SHADOWED HOME, 

AND THE LIGHT BEYOND. 

Notice.— ^» entirely New Edition at a lower /rice. 

PLUTARCH'S LIVES. 

An entirely new and Library Edition^ Edited by A. H. Clough, Esq. 
5 vols. 8vo., £2 zor. ; half morocco, top gilt, £3. 
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NOVEL BINDING. 

Printid m colours and tnamelltd. quit* smooth, and fne from finder' 

marks and adhesiveness. 

THE ROSE LIBRARY. 

POPULAR LITERATURE OF ALL COUNTRIES. 

|HIS Series has been commenced with the view of presenting to 
English readers in the cheapest possible form ^ works by the best 
writers in English, American, French, and German popular 
literature. The works chosen being intended for fiimily reading, 
and for readers of all ages, it is almost needless to say that the greatest care 
will be taken in the selection, so that nothing shall be introduced which is 
not calculated to amuse innocently, to interest, and to instruct. Owing to 
the doubtful reputation which French literature has (in many instances 
quite deservedly) obtained in this country, it has become a fashion to ex- 
clude it wholly from the family library. In so doing, we hope to prove by 
our selection that many English readers have thus been shut out from a 
source of amusement smd instruction quite as innocent and pure as is to be 
found in the literatture of smy country. 

One of the special features if this series, which, it is hcped^ will commend 
itself to all readers, is its price, which wiU ranely exceed 

ONE SHILLING EACH VOLUME. 

* Another special and attractive feature is that many if the volumes 

will contain 

NJUMEROUS FULL-PAGE AND SMALLER 

ILLUSTRATIONS. 

The following Volumes are now ready. 
I. SEAGULL ROCK. 

By JvLBS Sandbau, of the French Academy. Translated by Robert 

Black, M.A. 

*«* This Utile volume contains many of the Illustrations which are in 
the handsome Edition pubUshed two years ago. 

" A story more ISucinating, more replete with riie most frolieing fun, the 
most harrowing scenes of suspense, distress, smd hair-breadth escapes from 
danger, was seldom before written, published, or read,**—'Athenaum. 

"It deserves to please the new nation of boys to whom it is presented." — 
Times. 

** The very best French story for children we have ever •tea.**'^ Standard. 

" A delightful trtAt."— Illustrated London News. 

"Admirable, full of life, pathos, and fun. .... It is a striking and 
attractive book." — Guardian. 

N.B.—A few copies of the best Edition, printed on toned large paper and 
in large type, beautifully bound, js. 6d., still on hand. 

II. LITTLE WOMEN. 
By Louisa M. Alcott* 
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The Rose lAhTaxy^continued. 

III. LITTLE WOMEN WEDDED. 

(Fonning a Sequel to the above.) 

Notice. — ^The immense popularity which immediately followed the first 
introduction of this work (originally published as one consecutive story) by 
the present publishers, led other publishers to appropriate it, divide into tvjo 
shillmg volumes under titles quite unauthorized by tne author, and then imff 
them off as a marvel of cheapness. The present volumes, and others which 
the present fmblishers propose to issue, will certainly compete with any such 
surreptitious is^es, not oidy in quality, but in price. Oa tnis subject we beg 
to add a quotation from the Sptctator : — 

" We may be allowed to add that Messrs. Low's is the 'Author's edition.' 
We do not commonly make these announcements, but everyone is bound to 
defeat, as for as he can, the efforts of those enterprising persons who proclaim 
with much unction the sacred duty of Mot letting -an American author get his 
proper share of profits." 

IV. THE HOUSE ON WHEELS; 

OR, FAR FROM HOME. 

By Madams db Stolz. 
With numerous very graphic Full-Page Illustrations. 

V. LITTLE MEN. 
By Louisa M. Alcott. 

VI. THE OLD-FASHIONED GIRL. 
By Louisa M. Alcott. 

Notice. —These two volumes^ beine copyright, cannot be reproduced, as 
" Little Womeni" has been, by any other house. The public and the trade 
will therefore see the advantage of purchasing Miss Alcott's four volumes in 
one uniform series. 

I New copyright work by the A utkor <if ''* Arthur B<mmyc<tttU** 
VII. THE MISTRESS OF THE MANSE. 

By J. G. Holland ("Timothy Titcomb"), Author of " Arthur Bonny- 
castle," &c. \,This work U copyright, 

VIII. TIMOTHY TITCOMB'S LETTERS TO 

YOUNG PEOPLE, SINGLE AND MARRIED. 

Notice.— The Volumes in this Series are also published in a more expen- 
sive form on fine toned paper, cloth extra, gilt edges, at 2f . tut, or 3^. 6</. 
each, according to size, &c. 



In Two VolunuSy crown Zvo.^ cloth ixtra, %xs. 

AN HISTORICAL AND STATISTICAL ACCOUNT 
OF NEW SOUTH WALES. 

Fourth Edition, thoroughly revised, bringing the history and condition 
of the colony down to the year 1874, with an Account of the recent remarkable 
Mineral Discoveries of Gold, Copper, and Tin in its Territories. 

By John Dunmorb Lang, D. D., A. M., recently one of the Rtprt" 
sentatives of the City 0/ Sydney, in the Parliament of New South Wales, ^c. 
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Ntw Work, uniform with the j*. 6d. Edition of Vem/s Workt, 

THE FANTASTIC HISTORY OF THE 
CELEBRATED PIERROT; 

Written by the Magician Alcofribtf, and translated from the Sogdien by 
Alkxbd Assollant, with upwards of One Hundred humorous IUuttration& 
by Yan* Dakcbnt. Square crown 8vo., cloth extra, gilt edges, ^t. 6d. 

*' Terribly thrilling and absolutely harmless."— Tinttt. 

JULES VERNE'S WONDERFUL BOOKS. 

" M. Verne exaggerates scientific possibilities into romance in a way so 
natural and channm|; that even sober men and women are fiucinated by his 
extravagance/'— J?rr/irA Quarttrly Retdrw» 

"These tales are very popular in France^ and as the love of the marvel- 
lous is no stronger in frencn than in English boys, they will, no doubt, be 
well appreciated by the latter, especially as they are full of pictures." — 
Timei. 

Two now Books by JuUs Vemo, 

A FLOATING CITY AND THE BLOCKADE 

RUNNERS. 

Containing Fifty very fine Full-Page Illustrations. Square crown 8vo., 

cloth, gilt edges, js. 6d. 

DR. OX'S EXPERIMENT; MASTER ZACHARIU8; 

A DRAMA IN THE AIR; A WINTER 

AMID THE ICE, &c. 

Numerous Full-Page Illustrations. Cloth, gilt edges, jm. 6d. 
Sto Alphabetical List /or rest of Vem/s Works. 

NEW NOVELS. 

HARRY HEATHCOTE OF OANGOIL. 

A Storjr of Bush Life in Australia. By Anthony Trollofb. In one 
Volume, with graphic Illustrations, crown 8vo., cloth extra, xor. 6d. 

THE VILLAGE SURGEON. 

A Fragment of Autobiography. By Akth u r Lockbr, Author of ' ' Sweet 
Seventeen," "Stephen Scudamore," '^On a Coral Reef," &c. One Volume 
£rown 8vo., cloth, xof . td. 

OVER THE HILLS AND FAR AWAY. 

By C. Evans, Author of "A Strange Friendship." One Volume, crown 
Bvo., doth extra, zo#. dd, 

THE MASTERS OF CLAYTHORPE. 

By the Author of "Only Eve. " Three Volumes, crown 8vo., cloth, 31^. 6</. 

OUT OF THE WORLD. A Novel. 

By Mary Healv, Author of "Lake Ville," "A Summer's Romance," 
&c. Three Volumes, crown 8vo., cloth extra, 3x«. 6<^. 

A ROMANCE OF ACADIA TWO 

CENTURIES AGO. 

From a Sketch by the late Charles Knight. In Three Volumes, crown 
8vo., 31/. &/. 
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London, October, 1874. 
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ALPHABETICAL LIST. 
BBOTT (J. S. C.) History of Frederick the Oreat» 

with numerous Illustxations. 8vo. z^ x«. 

About in the World, by the author of "The 
Gentle Life." Crown Svo. bevelled cloth, 4th edition. 6f. 

Adamson (Rev. T. H.) The Gospel according to St. 

Matthew, expounded. Svo. z2f. 

Adventures of a Young Naturalist. By Lucien Biart, 

with ZX7 beautiful Illustrations on Wood. Edited and adapted by 
Parker Gillmorb. Post Svo. cloth extra, gilt edges, new edition, ^s. 6a. 

Adventures of a Brownie. See Craik, Mrs. 

Adventures on the Great Hunting Grounds of the World, 

translated from the French of Victor Meunier, with engravings, 2nd 
edition. 5^. 

" The book for all boys in whom the love of travel and adventure is 
strong. They will find here plenty to amuse them and much to instruct 
them oesides." — Times, 

Aikin-Kortright (Fanny.) A Little Lower than the 
Angels. Small post Svo., cloth extra. 3;. 6d. 

Alcott, (Louisa M.) Aunt Jo's Scrap-Bag. Square i6mo, 

V. 6d. 

' Cupid and Chow- Chow. Small post Svo. 3J. 6d. 



Little Men : Life at Plumfield with Jo's Boys. 

By the author of *' Little Women." Small post Svo. cloth, gilt edges, 
3^ . 6d. Cheap edition, cloth, 2s. ; fancy boards, xs, 6d. 

Little Women. Complete in i vol. fcap. 3/. 6d. 

Cheap edition, 2 vols, cloth, 2X. ; boards, is. 6d. each. 

Old Fashioned Girl, best edition, small post Svo. cloth 

extra, gilt edges, 3s. 6d. ; Low's Copyright Series, is. 6d. ; doth, 2X. 

A2 



Sampsm Low and Go's 



Alcott, (Louisa M.) Work. A Stoxy of Experience. New 
Edition. In One Tolume, nudl poit 8to.> doth extra. 6f. Serttal II- 
lustrati(»is. 



f Shawl Straps. Small post 8to. CI. extra, gilt, p. 6d. 

Alexander (Sir James B.) Bush Fighting. Illustrated by 
Remaricable Actions and Incidents of the Maori War. With a Map, 
Plans, and Woodcuts, z toI. demy 8vo. pp. 338, cloth extra, x6s. 

Alexander (W. D. S.) The Lonely Guiding Star. A 
Legend of the Pyrenean Mountains and other Poems. Fcap. 8vo 
doui. 51. 

Amphlett (John.) Under a Tropical Sky: a Holiday 
Trip to the West Indies. Small post 8vo., cloth extra, -js. 6d. 

Andersen (Hans Christian) Th« Story of My Life. 8to. 
Fairy Tales, with Illustratioiis in Colonrs by £. V. B. 



Royal 4ta doth. li. 5*. 
Andrews (Dr.) Latin-English Lexicon. 13th edition* 

Royal Sva pp. 1,670^ doth extra. Price x8f. 
" The best Latin Dictionary, whether lor the scholar or advanced 

" Every page bears the impress of industry and cunJ^-^Athttuntm, 



n 



Anecdotes of the Queen and Royk .Family, collected and 
edited by J. G. Hodgins, with IIlustrationB. New edition, revised by 
John Tim bs. 5*. 

Aagell (J. K.) A Treatise on the Law of Highwajrs. Sva 

Second £diti<»i. il 51. 

Anglo- Scottish Year Book, The, for 1874. By Robert 

Kbmi^. a Handbook of the Patriotic Institutions* Learned and $pdal 
Sodeties, Qubs, ftc, in London, connected with Scotland, nuq|bcr of 
Members* place and date of Meeting. Fi^p. 8vo. u. 

Arctic Regions (The). Illustrated. See Bradford. 

■■ Qerman Polar Expedition. Sei Koldeway. 

— — -* Explorations, ^af Markjiain. 

Art, Pictorial and Industrial, Vol. i, i/. 11/. Cd, Vols, 
and 3, i&r. each* 

Ashton (Frederick T.) The Theory and Practice of the 
Art of DMigning Fancy Cotton and Woollen Cloths from 
Sample, '^tb fifty-two mutrations. Folio, a/, jos. ^ 
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Atmosphere (The). See Plammarion. 

Auerbach (Berthold). Waldfried. Translated from the 

German. 3 vols, crown 8ro. 31^. 6</. 

Australian Tales, by the *< Old Boomerang.'' Post^vo. 5^. 



" SuffllS '* **^ Autobiography. By E. Dyne Fenton, 

Author of " Sorties firom ' Gib ' in Quest of Sensation and 
Sentiment/' " Eve's Daughters,** ftc 3 vols, crown 8vo. 
3XX* (id, 

BACK-LOO Studies. .&^ Warner. 

Backward Olances. Edited by the Author of '' Episodes in 

an Obscure Life." Small post 8vo., cloth extra, fr. 

Baldwin (J. D.) Prehistoric Nations. i2mo. 47. 6^. 

Ancient America, in notes of American Archaeology. 




Crown 8vo. zof. 6</. 

Bancroft's History of America. Library edition, vols, i to 9, 

8vo. 5^1 8f . 



History of America, VoL X. (completing the Work.) 

8vo, zax. [/» thtprtts. 

Barber (£. C.) The Crack Shot. Post Svo. &r. 6</. 

Barnes's (Rev. A.) Lectures on the Evidences of Christi- 
anity in the zgth Century, zama 7;. td, 

Bamum (P. T.) Struggles and Triumphs. Crown Svo. 

Fancy boards, af. td, 

Barrington (Hon. and Rev. L. J.) From Ur to Macpelah ; 

the Story of Abraham. Crown 8va, doth, 51. 

THE BAYARD SERIES. Comprising Plea- 
sure Books of Literature produced in the Choicest 
Style as Companionable Volumes at Home and 
Abroad. 

Tria W. 6<£ each Volume^ compleU in itself ^Mnied at the Ckimnck Press, 
bound hy^ Bum,Jiextble cloth extra, gut leaves, withsilh Heat^attds 
and Registers, 

The Story of the Chevalier Bayard. By M. Ds Bsrville. 
De Joinville's St. Louis, King of France. 
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The Essajrs of Abraham Cowley, indading all his Prose 

Wcnks. 

Abdallah; or, the Poor Leaves. ByEDOUARDLABOULiAYB. 

Table-Talk and Opinions of Napoleon Buonaparte. 

Vathek : An Oriental Romance. By William Beckford. 

The King and the Commons : a Selection of Cavalier and 
Pnritan Song. Edited by Pro£ Moslby. 

Words of Wellington : Maxims and Opinions of the Great 
Duke. 

Dr. Johnson's Rasselas, Prince of Abyssinia. With Notes. 

Hazlitt's Round Table. With Biographical Introduction. 

The Religio Medici, Hydriotaphia, and the Letter to a 
Friend. By Sir Thomas Browns, Knr. 

Ballad Poetiy of the Affections. By Robert Buchanan. 

Coleridge's Christabel, and other Imaginative Poems. With 
Pireface by Algernon C Swinburne. 

Lord Chesterfield's Letters, Sentences and Maxims. 

With Introduction by the Editor, and Essay on CSiestcffidd by M. De 
Ste. Beuve, of the French Academy. 

Essays in Mosaic. By Thos. Ballantyne. 

My Uncle Toby; his Story and his Friends. Edited 
by P. Fitzgerald. 

Reflections; or, Moral Sentences and Maxims of the Duke 
- de la Rochefoucauld. 

Socrates, Memoirs for English Readers from Xenophon's 
Memorabilia. By Edw. Lbvibn. 

Prince Albert's Golden Precepts. 

A suitdbU Case corUaining za volumes ^ price 31^. &£ ; or the Case HparaU, 

Price 3X. td. 

'* We can hardly imagine a better book for boys to read or for men t» 
ponder over." — Times. 



Beecher (Henry Ward, D. D.) Life Thoughts. i2mo. 2^.6^. 

Sermons Selected. i2mo. &r. 6</. 

— — ~ Norwood. Crown 8vo. 6j. 

(Dr. Ljrman) Life and Correspondence of. 2 vols. 



post Svo. z/. Zf . 

Bees and Beekeeping. By the Times' Beemaster. Illustrated. 
Cr«wn Svo. New Edition, with additions. 9S. 6d. 
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Bell (Rev. C. D.) Faith in Earnest. i8mo. is. dd. 

Blanche Nevile. Fcap. 8vo. 6x. 

Bellows (A. J.) The Philosophy of Eating. Fost 8vo. 

7f . td. 



^-—^ How not to he Sick, a Sequel to Philosophy of 
Eating. Post 8va ^s. 6d. 

Better than Gold. By Mrs. Arnold, Author of **His by 

Right," &c. In 3 Tolumes, crown 8vo., 31*. id, 

Benedict (F. L.) Miss Dorothy's Charge. 3 vols. 31J. 6d. 
Biart (L.) Adventures of a Young Naturalist. (See 

Adventurts.^ 

Bickersteth's Hymnal Companion to Book of Common 
Prayer. 

The following Editions are now ready : — 

s. d. 
No. z. A Small-type Edition, medium 32mo. cloth limp o 6 
No. I. B ditto roan limp, red edges 



No. z. C ditto morocco limp, gilt edges 

No. 2. Second-size type, super-royal 33mo. doth limp 
No. 3. A ditto roan limp,^ red edges 

No. 2. B ditto morocco limp, gilt edges 

No. 3. Large-t3^e Edition, crown 8vo. doth, red edges 
No. 3. A ditto roan limp, red edges 

No. 3. B ditto morocco limp, gilt edges 
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No. 4. Large-type Edition, crown 8vo. with Introduction 

and Notes, doth, red edges 36 

No. 4. A ditto roan limp, red edges ..46 

No. 4. B ditto morocco, gilt edges ..6 6 

No. 5. Crown 8vo. with accompanying Tunes to every 

Hymn, New Edition 30 

No. 5. A ditto with Chants 40 

No. 5. B The Chants separately 16 

No. 6. Penny Edition. 

Fcap. 4to. Organists' edition. Qoth, ^s. 6d 

*«* A liieral allowance is made to Clergymen introducing 

the Hymnal. 

The Book op Common Praybti, bound with Thb Hymnal Com- 
panion. 3amo. doth, gd. And in various superior bindings. 



Bickerstcth (Rev. E. H., M.A.) The Reef, and other Para- 
bles. One Volume square 8vo., with numerous very beautiful En- 
Savings, uniform in character with the lUustrated Edition of Heber's 
ymas, &c., price yj. 6d. 
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Bickersteth (Rev. E. H., M.A.) The Master's Home- 
Call ; Or, Brief Memorials of Alice Prances Bickersteth. jid 
Editioa. 32mo. doth gilt. is. 

"They recall in a toudiing manner a chaniftrr of wludi the religious 
heauty has a warmth and grace almost too tender to be defimte." — TA£ 
GiMftUaH, 



The Shadow of the Rock. A Selection of Reli- 

giobs Poetry. iSmo. Cloth extra, sr. 6d. 

Bida, The Authorized Version of the Four Gospels. 

With the whole of the magnificent etchings on steeL after the drawings 
by M. Bida. 

It is intended to publish each Go»d separately, and at interrals of 
from sax to twdve months ; and in order to pr e sei -y e uniformity, the price 
will in the first instance be fixed at £2 jr. each rolume, large in^ierial 
quarto. The Goq>eIs of St. Blatthew and St Luke contain more 
etchings and more letterpress than St. Mark and St. John ; it must be 
understood that at the expiration of three months from the first issue of 
each of these two volumesj the price (if purchased s^Muately) will be 
raised to four guineas. This extra charge will, however, be allowed at 
any time to alTboni fide purchasers of the four volumes. 

The Gospel of St. Toon, ^ypropriately bound in doth extra, price 
;C3 y-f is now ready ; the first volume issued. 

Bishop (J. L.) Histoiy of American Manufacture. 3 rols. 

8vo. a/. 5r. 

(J. P.) First Book of the X^w. 8vo. i/. is. 



Bits of Talk about Home Matters. By H. H. Fcap. 8vo. 

doth gilt edges, jr. 

Black (Wm.) Uniform Editions : 

— Kilmeny : a Novel. Small Post 8vo. cloth. 6s. 

In Silk Attire. 3rd and cheaper edition, small post 

8vo. 6s. 

"A work which deserves a hearty welcome fiir its skill and power in 
delineation of character."— '6'a/»r((/0^ Rrvitw. 

A Daughter of Heth. nth and cheaper edition. 



crown 8vo., cloth extra. 6r. With Frontispiece by F. Walker, A.R.A. 

" If humour, sweetness, and pathos, and a story told with simplicity 
and vigour, ou^ht to insure success, ' A Daughter of Heth ' is of the 
kind to desorve xt!*-^aiunUty Review, 

Black (C. B.) New Continental Route Guides. 

— Guide to the North of France, including Nor- 
mandy, Brittany, Touraine, Picardy, Champagne, Burgundy, 
Lorraine, Alsace, and the Valley of the Loire ; Belgium and Hmland ; 
the Valley of the Rhine to Switzerland; and the South-West of 
Germany, to Italy by the Brenner Pass. Illustrated with numerous 
Maps and Plans. Crown 8vo., cloth limp. 91. td. 



List of Publications. 



Black (C. B.) New Continental Route Guides. 



Guide to Normandy and Brittany, their Celtic 

Monuments, Anoient Churches^ and Pleasant Watenng-PlacM. Illus- 
trated with Maps and Plans. Crown 8to., cloth limp, 21*. 6d, 

Guide to Belgium and Holland, the North-Bast 



of Prance, includinfl; Picardy, Champagne Bui;Kundy; Lorraine^ and 
Alsace ; the Valley ofthe Rhme> to Switzerland ; and the South- West 
•f Germany, to Italy, by the Brenner Pass, with Description of VleaHL 
Illustrated with Maps and Plans. Crown 8to., doth limp, jr. 

->— Paris, and Excursions from Paris. Illustrated 
with numerous Maps, Plans, and Views. Small post 8to., doth Ump^ 

Guide to the South of Prance and to the North 



of Italy : induding the Pyrenees and their Watering-Places ; the Health 
Resorts on the Meditexranean fix>m Perpienan to Genoa ; and the towns 
of Turin, Milan, and Venice. Illustrated with Maps and Plans. Small 
post 8vo., cloth limp, 5*. 

Switzerland and the Italian Lakes. Small post 8f«. 



priee 3«. 6d, 

Guide to Prance, Corsica, Belgium, Holland, the 



Rhine, the Moselle, the South- West of Qermany, (and^the 
North of Italy. Wiu numerous Maps and Plans. Complete in One 
Volume. Limp doth, price x^g. 

Railway and Road Map of Switzerland, West 



Tyrol, and the Italian Lrake Country. Boards, price ts. 



Blackburn (H.) Art in the Mountains : the Stoiy of the 

Passion Play, with upwards of Fifty Illustrations. 8vo. xaf. 

Artists and Arabs* With numerous Illustrations* 8yo* 

Harz Mountains: a Tour in the Toy Countiy. 



"^th numerous Illustrations, xas. 

Normandy Picturesque* Nomerous Illustrations. 



8to. z6f. 

Travelling in Spain* With nomerous Illustrations* 



8vo. z6f. 



as,6d. 



Travelling in Spain. Guide Book Edition i2mo. 



The Pyrenees. Summer Life at French Watering- 

Places. zoo Illustrations by GusTAVK.DoKB. Royal 8vo. z8f. 

Blackmore (R. D.) Loma Doone. New edition. Crown, 

8to. 6s, 
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The reader at times holds his breath, so graphically yet so simply 
does John Ridd tell his tale . . . . * Loma Doone' is a woik of real 
excellence, and as such we heartily commend it to the public"—- .S'<s/a«n£»y 
Revuw, 
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Blackmore (R. D.) Cradock Nowell. 2nd and cheaper edi- 
tion. 6«. 



Clara Vaughan. Revised edition. 6r« 
Qeorgics of Virgil. Small 4to. 4J. 6d, 



Blackwell (E.) Laws of Life. New edition* Fcp. 3/. 6d. 

Boardman'a Higher Christiain Life. Fq>. is, StL 

Bonwick (J.) Last of the Tasmanians. 8vo. i6f. 

Daily Life of the Tasmanians. Svo. 12s, dd, 

■ Curious Facts of Old Colonial Days. i2mo. doth. 
5*. 

Book of Common Prayer with the Hymnal Companion. 

3amo. doch. ^. And in various Mndinfci. 



Books suiuble for School Prizes and Presents. (Fuller 
description of each book will be found in the alphabet) 

Adventures of a Young Naturalist. 7/. &£ 

-^-^ on Qreat Hunting Grounds. 5*. 
AUcott's Aunt Jo's Scrap-bag. j/i.td, 

— Cupid and Chow Chow. 31. 6(/. 

Old Fashioned Qirl. 3/. &£ 

-^—^ Little Women. 3/. 6(2. 

Little Men. af. 6d. 

Shawl Straps. 3*. 6d. 

Anecdotes of the Queen. 5/. 

Atmosphere (The). By Flammasion. ya. 

Backward Qlances. 5^. 

Bickersteth (Rev. £. H.) Shadow of the Rock u. 6tf, 

Black (Wm.) Kilmeny. 6s. 

In Silk Attire. 6s. 

• A Daughter of Heth. ts. 

Blackmore (R. D.) Cradock Nowell. 

Clara Vaughan. 6s, 

Loma Doone. 6t, 

Burritt's Ten Minute Talk on all sorts of Topics. Sou 

8to. 6s. 
Butler's Qreat Lone Land, yt, 6d, 
Bayard Series (See Bayard.) 
Changed Cross (The), as. 6tL 
Child's Play. -js. 6d. 
Christ in Song. 5/. 
Craik (Mrs.) Adventures of a Brownie. 5«. 
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Books for School Prizes and Presents, continued-^ 
Craik (Mrs.) Little Sunshine's Holiday. 4^. 
Craik (Miss) The Cousin from India. 4^. 

Miss Moore. 4s, 

Dana's Corals and Coral Islands, axj . 

Two Years before the Mast. 6*. 

Davies's Pilgrimage of the Tiber. i8f. 
De Witt (Mad.) An Only Sister. 4^. 
Erkmann-Chatrian's, The Forest House, y. M. 
Faith Gartney. 3*. 6d. cloth ; boards, w. 6d. 
Favell Children (The). 4*. 

Favourite English Poems. 300 Illustration. 9xs. 
Forbes Q. G.) Africa : Geographical Exploration and Chris- 
tian Enterprise. Crown 8vo. cloth. 7s. 6d. 
Franc's Emily's Choice. 5*. 

John's Wife. 4s. 

Marian. 5*. 

• — — Silken Cord. 5*. 

— ^— Vermont Vale 51 

— Minnie's Mission. 

Friswell (Laura) The Gingerbread Maiden. 3*. 6d 

Gayworthys (The). 3*. 6d. 

Gentle Life, ((Juecn Edition), xo*. 6eL 

Gentle Life Series. (See Alphabet). 

Getting on in the World. 6s, 

Glover's Light of the Word. u. 6d, 

Hayes (Dr.) Cast Away in the Cold. 6s, 

Healy (Miss) The Home Theatre, y, 6eL 

Henderson's Latin Proverbs, zof. 6tl, 

Hugo's Toilers of the Sea. xor. 6d, 

» If »> 6s, 

Jack Hazard, by Trowbridge. 3;. 6d, 
Kingston's Ben Burton. 3X. 6€L 
Kennan's Tent Life. 6s. 
King's Mountaineering in the Sierra Nevada. 
Low's Edition of American Authors, xs. 6d, aaui 2s, each. 23 

Vols, published. See Alphabet under Low. 
L3rra Sacra Americana, ^s. 6d. 
Macgregor (John) Rob Roy Books. (See Alphabet) 
Marigold Manor, by Miss Waring. 4s, 
Maurjr's Physical Geography of the Sea 6s. 
Parisian Family. 5^. 
Phelps (Miss) The Silent Partner, sr. 
Picture Gallery British Art. zaj. 
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Books for School Prizes and Presents, continued^ 

Picture Gallery Sacred Art. xu. 
Ready, O Ready. By Captain Alkton, R.N. 3«. 6d, 
Reynard the Fox. xoo Exquisite lUustradons. jg. 6d. 
8ea.Oull Rock. 79 Beaudlul Woodcuts, js. 6d. 
Stanley *a Hoiv I Pound Livingstone. 3U. 
Stowe (Mra.) Pink and White Tyranny, y. 6d. 

Old Town Folks. Cloth extra 6r. and 9». 6d. 

Minister s Wooing. 5/. ; boardfl, xi. 6d, 

Pearl of Orr*8 Island. 5*. 

My Wife and I. 6s. 

Tauchnitz's German Authors. See Tauchnitx. 
Tayler (C. B.) Sacred Records, as, 6d. 
Titcomb's Letters to Young People, is. 6d, and af. 
Twenty Years Ago. is. 
Under the Blue Sky. i$. 6d, 
Verne's Meridiana. jt. 6d. 

Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea. xof. 6</. 

Whitney's (Mrs.) Books. See Alphabet. 

Bowles (T. G.) The Defence of Paris, narrated as it was 

Seen. 8vo. 14s, 

Bowker (O;) St. Mark's Gospel. With Explanatory Notes. 
For the Use of Schools and Colleges. By Gborgb Bowkkx, late 
Second Master of the Newport Grammar School, Isle of Wight z vol. 
foolscap, cloth. 

Boynton (Charles B., D.D.) Navy of the United States, 

with Illustrations of the Ironclad Vessels. 8vo. a vols. oL 
Bradford (Wm.) The Arctic Regions. Illustrated with 

Photographs, taken on an Art Expedition to Greenland. With Descrip- 
tive Narrative by the ArtUt. In One Volume, royal broadside, 35 inches 
by 30, beautifully bound in morocco extra, pnce Twenty-five Guineas. 

Bremer (Predrika) Life, Letters, and Posthumous Works. 

Crown 8vo. toe. 6d, 

Brett (£.) Notes on Yachts. Fcp. 6/. 

BriSteil (C. A.) Five Years in an English University. 
Fourth Edition, Revised and Amended by the Author. Post 8vo. zor. id. 

Broke (AdmiraJl:.;3ir.B* V. P., Bart., K.C.B.) Biography 
o£ x/. 

Brothers Rantzau. Stt Erckmann Chatrian. 

Browning (Mrs. E. B.) The Rhyme of the Duchess May. 
Demy 410. Illustrated with Eight Photographs, after Drawings by 
Charlotte M. B. Morrell. six. 



Idst of PubUcatums, ii 

Bnrritt (E.) The Black Country and its Green Border 

Land. Second edition. Post 8va 6s. 



A Walk from London to Land's End. Cr. 8to. 6r. 

Lectures and Speeches. Fcap. 8vo. doth, 6s, 

Ten-Minute Talk on all sorts of Topics. With 

Autobiogxaphy of the Author. Small post 8 vo., cloth extra. 6r. 

Bush (R. J.) Reindeer, Dogs, and Snow Shoes. 8vo.i2j.6^. 
Bushnell's (Dr.) The Vicarious Sacrifice. Post Svo. *is,6d. 
Sermons on Living Subjects. Crown Svo. cloth. 

-js. 6d. 

Nature and the Supernatural. Post Svo. y. 6d, 

Christian Nurture. 31. 6d, 

■ Character of Jesus. 6d. 

' ' The New Life. Crown Svo. 3/. 6d 



Butler (W. F.) The Great Lone Land ; an Account of the 

Red River Expedition, x869-t87o» and Subsequent Travels and Adven- 
tures in the Manitoba Country, and a Winter Journey across the Sas- 
katchewan Valley to the Rocky Moiuitains. With Illustrations and 
Map. Fifth and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo. cloth extra, ys. 6d. 
(The first 3 Editions were in Svo. cloth. i6f .) 

The Wild North Land: the Story of a Winter 




Journey with Dogs across Northern North America. Demy 8to. doth, 
with numerous M^odcuts and a Map. Fourth Edition. z8x. 



ADOGA.N (Lady A.) Illustrated Games of 

Patience. By the Lady Adelaide Cadogan. Twenty- 
four Diagrams in Colours, with Descriptive Text Foolscap 
4to., cloth extra, gilt edges, xax. 6d, 

California. See Nordhoff. 

Canada on the Pacific : being an account of a journey from 
Edmonton to the Pacific, by the Peace River Valley. By Charles 
Horeuky. Qoth. 5X. 

Carlisle (Thos.) The Unprofessional Vagabond. Fcap. 

8vo. Fancy boaids. is. 

Ceramic Art. See Jacquemart. 

Changed Cross (The) and other Religious Poems. 2s, 6d. 

Child's Play, with 16 coloured drawings by E. V. B. Aa 
entirely new editioo, printed on thick paper, with dots, is. 6d, 
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Dnssauce (Professor H.) A New and Complete Treatise 

on the Art of Taxming. Royal 8vo. ^L lof. 

General Treatise on the Manufacture of Vinegar. 

8to. %L XX, 

NGLISH Catalogue of Books (The) Published 

during X863 to 1871 indtinve, comprising also the Important 
American Publications. 

This Volume, occupyiiw over 450 Pages, shows the Titles 
of 33,000 New Books and New Editions issued during Nine 
Years, with the Sixe, Price, and Publisher's Nam^ the Lists of Learned 
Societies, Printing Clubs, and other Litersury Associations, and the Books 
issued by them ; as also the Publisher's Series and Collections— altogether 
Conning an indispensable adjunct to the Bookseller's Establishment, as 
well as to every Learned and Literary Club and Association. 301. half- 
bound. 

*«* The previous Volume, 1835 to 1862, of which a very few remain on 
sale, price m.^.\9& also the Index Volume, 1837 to 1857, price x/. 6r. 

Supplements, 1863, 1864, 1865, 3x. 6^ each; i866» 




1S67 to 1873, 51; each. 



Writers, Chapters for Self-unprovement in English 

Literature ; by the author of "The Gentle Life." 6r. 

Matrons and their Profession; With some Con- 



siderations as to its Various Branches, its National Value, and the 
Education it requires. By M. L. F., Writer of " My Life, and what 
shall I do with it." " Battle of the Two Philosophies," and " Strong 
and Free." Crown 8va, cloth, extra, 7^. (kl. \Now ready, 

Erckmann-Chatrian. Forest House and Catherine's 

Lovers. Crown 8vo 3r. 6«C 
The Brothers Rantzau: A Stoiy of the Vosges. 

3 vols, crown 8vo. doth. au. New Edition, x voL, profiiselyiUustxa' 
ted. Cloth Extra. 5^. 

Evans (T. W.) History of the American Ambulance, 

Established in Paris during the Siege of 1870^1. Together with the 
Details of its Method and its Work. By Thomas W. Evans, M.D., 
D. D. S. Imperial 8vo., with numerous illustrations, doth extxa, price 
35*. 




AITH QARTNEY'S Girlhood, bvthe Author of 
" The Gayworthya." Fcap. with.Cdouxed Frontispiece. 3*. 6d. 

Favourite English Poems. New and Extended 
Edition, with 300 illustratioiis. Small 4to. au. 

Favell (The) Children. Three LitUe Portraits. Crown 121BO. 
Four Illustrations. Cloth gilt. 41. 

" A very useful and dever story." — yohn Bull, 

Few (A) Hints on Proving Wills. Enlaiged Edition, sewed. 

u. 



List 0f Publications, 1 5 



Field (M. B.) Memories of Many Men and of some 

Women. Post 8vo., cloth. lof. 6rf. 

Fields (J. T.) Yesterdays with Authors. Crown 8vo. iQr.6^. 

Fleming's (Sandford) Expedition. See Ocean to Ocean. 

Flammarion (C.) The Atmosphere. Translated from the 
French of Camillb Flammarion. Edited by Jambs Glaishbr, 
F.R.S., Superintendenc of the Magnetical and Meteorological Depart- 
ment of the Royal Observatory at Greenwich. With xo beautiful 
Chromo-Lithogra^is suid 8i woodcuts. Royal 8vo. doth extra, bevelled 
boards. 3or. 

Forbes (J. G.) Africa: Geographical Exploration and 

Christian Enterprise, from the Earliest Times to the Present By 
J. Gruar Forbes. Crown Bvo., cloth extra, ^s. 6d. 

Franc (Maude Jeane) Emily's Choice, an Australian Tale. 

I voL small post 8vo. With a Frontispiece by G. F. Angas. 5x. 

John's Wife. A Story of Life in South Australia. 



Small post 8va, cloth extra. 4^. 

Marian, or the Light of Some One's Home. Fcp. 



3rd Edition, with Frontispiece, ss. 

Silken Cords and Iron Fetters. 5^. 

— Vermont Vale. Small post 4to., with Frontispiece. 5^. 
Minnie's Mission. Small post 8vo.» with Frontis- 



piece. 4$, 
Priswell (J. H.) See Gentle Life Series. 

One of Two. 3 vols. i/. lis. 6d, 

Friswell (Laura.) The Gingerbread Maiden; and other 

Stories. With Illustration. Square cloth. 3^. 6d. 



AYWORTHYS (The), a Story of New England 

Life. Small post 8vo. 3^ . 6d. 

Gems of Dutch Art. Twelve Photograplis from 
finest Engravings in Bntidi Museum. Sup. royal 4to. doth 
extra. 35^. 

Gentle Life (Queen Edition). 2 vols, in i. Small 4to. lor. 6d, 
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THE GENTLE LIFE SERIES. Printed in 
Elzevir, on Toned Paper, handsomely bound, form- 
ing suitable Volumes for Presents. Price 6s. each; 
or in calf extra, price los, 6d. 

The Gentle Life. Essays in aid of the Formation of Cha- 
racter of Gentlemen and Gentlewomen. Tenth Edition. 

" Deserves to be printed in letters of gold, and circulated in every 
house. "~ Cfuunben joumaL 

About in the World. Essays by the Author of "The Gentle 

Life." 

" It is not easy to open it at any page without finding some handy 
. idea."— If^rwM^ Post, 

Like unto Christ. A New Translation of the ''De Imita- 

tione Christi " usually ascribed to Thomas k Kempis. With a Vig^nette 
firom an Original Drawing by Sir Thomas Lawrence. Second Edition. 

"Could not be presented m a more exquisite form, for a more sightly 
volume was never seen." — Illustrated London News. 

Familiar Words. An Index Verborum, or Quotation Hand- 
book. Affording an immediate Reference to Phrases and Sentences 
that have become embedded in the English language. Second and en- 
larged Edition. 

"The most extensive dictionary of quotation we have met with."— 
Notes and Queries. 

Essays by Montaigne. Edited, Compared, Revised, and 
Annotated by the Author of "The Gentle Life." With Vignette Por- 
trait. Second Edition. 

^ " We should be glad if any words of ours could help to bespeak a large 
circulation for this handsome attractive hoc^u**— Illustrated Times. 

The Countess of Pembroke's Arcadia. Written by Sir 
Philip Sidney. Edited, with Notes, by the Author of "The Uentle 
Life." Dedicated, by permission, to tne Earl of Derby, -js. 6d. 

" All the best thing^ in the Arcadia are retained intact in Mr. Fris- 
well's edition. — Examiner. 

The Gentle Life. Second Series. Third Edition. 

" There is not a sinele thought in the volume that does not contribute in 
some meastuw to the formation of a true gentleman." — Daily News. 

Varia: Readings from Rare Books. Rq)rinted, by per- 
mission, from the Saturday Review^ Spectator, &c 

"The books discussed in this volume are no less valuable than they 
are rare, and the compiler is entitled to the gratitude of the public. 
Observer. 

The Silent Hour: Essays, Original and Selected. By 

the Author of "The Gentle Life." Second Edition. 

"All who possess the 'Gentle Life' should own this volume."— 
Sfattdard. 



List of Publications. 



Essays on English writers, for the Self-improvement of 

Students in English Literature. 

"To all (both men and women) who have neglected to read and study 
their native literature we would certainly suggest the volume before us 
as a fitting introduction." — Examiner. 



Other People's Windows. By J. Hain Friswell. Second 

Edidon. 

"The chapters are so lively in themselves, so mingled with shrewd 
views of human nature, so full of iUustradve anecdotes, that the reader 
cannot fail to be ^stxoM,**— Morning Post, 

A Man's Thoughts. By J. Hain Friswell. 



German Primer; being an Introduction to First Steps in 
German. By M. T. Prbu. u. (xL 

Getting On in the World ; or, Hints on Success in Life. 

Bv William Mathsws, LL.D. Small post 8vo., cloth extra, bevelled 
edges, ts. 

Girdlestone (C.) Christendom. i2mo. y. 

— — Family Prayers. i2mo. u. (id. 

Glover (Rev. R.) The Light of the Word. Third Edition. 
i8ma %s, 6d, 

Goethe's Faust. With Illustrations by Konewka. Small 4to. 
Price xor. 6d, 

Gouff^ : The Royal Cookery Book. By Jules Gouff , 

Chef-de-Cuisine of the Paris Jockey Club ; translated and adapted for 
English use by Alphonsb Goufpb', head pastrycook to Her Majesty the 
Queen. ^ Illustrated with large plates, beautifully printed in colours, to- 
gether with z6x woodcuts. 8vo. Cotn extra, gilt edges, a/, ^s. 

Domestic Edition, half-bound. lar. 6d, 

" By far the ablest and most complete work on cookery that has ever 
been submitted to the gastronomicai world." — Pall Mall Gazette, 

The Book of Preserves ; or, Receipts for Preparing 

and Preserving Meat, Fish salt and smoked, Terrines^ Gelatines, Vege- 
tables, Fruits, Confitures, Syrups, Liqueurs de Famille, Pedts Fours, 
Bonbons, &c &c By Julbs Goupfb, Head Cook of the Paris Jockey 
Club, and translated and adapted by his brother Alphonsb Gouffs, 
Head Pastrycook to her Majesty the Queen, translator and editor (^ 
" The Royal Cookery Book, z voL royal 8vo., containmg upwards of 
500 Receipts and 34 Illustrations. lor. td, 

Royal Book of Pastry and Confectionery. By Jules 

GouFF^, Chef-de-Cuisine of the Paris Jockey Club. Translated from 
the French by Alphonsb Gouffs, Head Pastrvcook to Her Majesty 
the Queen. Royal 8vo., illustrated with xo Chromo-lithographs and 
137 Woodcuts, from Drawings from Nature by £. Mocyat, cloth extra, 
gut edges, 35^. 
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Girls' Books. A Series written, edited, or translated by the 
Author of " John Halifax." Small post 8vo., cloth extra, 41. each. 

X. Little Sunehine'e Holiday, 
a. The Cousin from India. 

3. Twenty Yean Ago. 

4. le it True. 

5. An Only Sister. By Madame Guizot Db Witt. 

6. MiM Moore. 

Gospels (Four), with Bida's Illustrations. See Bida. 

Gray (Robertson) Brave Hearts. Small post 8vo. 31. (>d 

Great Lone -Land. See Butler. 

Grant (Rev. G. M.). See Ocean to Ocean. 

Greenleaf's Law of Evidence. 13th Edition. 3 vols. 84?. 

Guizot's History of France. Translated by Robert Black. 

Royal 8vo. ^ Numerous Illustrations. Vols. I.^ II. and III., doth extra, 
each 344. ; in Parts, ar. each (to be completed m two more volumes). 

Guyon (Mad.) Life. By Upham. Third Edition. Crown 
8vo. ts. 



Method of Prayer. Foolscap, is. 



Guyot (A.) Physical Geography. By Arnold Guyot, 

- - nimie- 

strong 



Author of '* Earth and Man." In z volume, large ^to., 128 pp., ntmne- 
rous coloured Diagrams, Maps and Woodcuts, price lor. ha.. 




boards. 



I ALE (B. £.) In His Name; a Story of the Dark 

Ages. Small post Svo., cloth, 3;. td, 

Hacklander (F. W.) Military Life in Prussia. 

First Series. The Soldier in Time of Peace. Translated (by 
permission of the Author) from the German of F. W. Hacklander. By 
F. £. R and H. £. R. Crown 8vo., cloth extra, 9f. 

Harrington (J.) Pictures of Saint George's Chapel, Wind- 
sor. Photographs. 4to. 63^. 

Harrington's Abbey and Palace of Westminster. Photo- 
graphs. 5/. 5#. 

Harper's Handbook for Travellers in Europe and the 

East. New Edition, 1874. Post 8vo. Morocco tuck, z/. zu. 6d. 

Haswell (Chas. H.) The Engineers' and Mechanics' 
Pocket-Book. 30th Edition, revised and enlarged. z3mo« morocco 
tttck, Z4f. 

Harz Mountains. See Blackburn. 
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Hawthorne (Mrs. N.) Notes in England and Italy. Crown 

8to. zor. t(L 

Hayes (Dr.) Cast Away in the Cold; an Old Man's Story 
of a Young Man's Adventures. By Dr. I. Isaac Hayes, Author of 
"The Open Polar Sea." With numerous Illustrations. Gilt edges, (a. 



■ The Land of Desolation ; Personal Narrative of Ad- 

ventures in Greenland. Numerous Illustrations. Demy 8vo., cloth 
extra. 144. 

Hazard (S.) Santo Domingo, Past and Present; With a 

Glance at Hayti. With tipwards of One Hundred and Fifty heautifiil 
Woodcuts and Maps, chiefly from Designs and Sketches by the Author. 
Demy 8vo. cloth extra, z&r. 

Hazard (S.) Cuba with Pen and Pencil. Over 300 Fine 

Woodcut i^gravings. New edition, 8vo. cloth extra. X5X. 

Hazlitt (William) The Round Table; the Best Essays of 
William Hazutt, with Biographical Introduction (Bayard Series). 

Healy (M.) Lakeville. 3 vols. i/. lu. 6cL 
^^—^ A Summer's Romance. Crown 8vo., doth. lor. 6d, 
— — ^ The Home Theatre. Small post Svo. 3^. 6d, 
Henderson (A.) Latin Proverbs and Quotations; with 

Translations and Parallel Passages, and a copious English Index. By 
Alfred Henderson. Fcap. 4to., 530 pp. zor. 6d. 

Hearth Ghosts. By the Author of ' Gilbert Rugge.' 3 Vols. 

z/. lis. 6d. 

Heber's (Bishop) Illustrated Edition of Hymns. With 

upwards of zoo Designs engraved in the first style of art under the 
superintendence of J. D. Q>opbr. Small 4to. Handsomely bound, 
7/. 6d. 

Higginson (T. W.) Atlantic Essays. Small post Svo. 6f. 

Hitherto. By the Author of "The Gayworthys." New Edition, 
doth extra. 3f . 6d. Also in Low's American Series. Double VoL ar. 6d. 

Hofmann (Carl) A Practical Treatise on the Manufac- 
ture of Paper in all its Branches. Illustrated by One Himdred and 
Ten Wood Engravings, and Five large Folding Plates. In One Volume, 
4to, cloth ; about 400 pages. 3/. 13^. 6d. 

Hoge — Blind Bartimaeus. Popular edition* u. 

Holland (Dr.) Kathrina and Titcomb's Letters. See Low's 

American Series. 
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Holmes (Oliver W.) The Guardian Angel; a Romance. 

a voU. its, 
^— (Low's Copyright Series.) Boards, is* 6d, ; doth, 2/. 
Autocrat of the Breakfast Table. i2mo. is. ; Qlns- 

tzated edition, 3/. 6d. 

The Professor at the Breakfast Table. 3/. dd, 

Songs in Many Keys. Post 8vo. p, 6d, 

' Mechanism in Thought and Morals. i2mo. is, 6d. 



Homespun, or Twenty Five Years Ago in America, by 
Thomas Lackland. Fcap. 8va 7/. 6tL 

Hoppin (Jas. M.) Old Country, its Scenery, Art, and 
People. Post 8vo. 7/. 6d, > 

Howell (W. D.) Italian Journeys. i2ino. doth. Ss, 6d. 

Hugo (Victor) "Ninety-Three." Translated by Frank 
Leb Bbnboict and J. Hain Friswbll. In 3 vols., crown 8va, doth, 

■ Toilers of the Sea. Crown Syo. dr. ; £einqr boards, 

8X. ; cloth, 3f. 6d, ; Illustrated Edition, zor. 6d. 

Hunt (Leigh) and S. A. Lee, Elegant Sonnets, with 
Beeay on Sonneteers, a vols. Sva i8f . 

Day by the Fire. Fcap. dr. 6d. 

Huntington (J.D., D.D.) Christian Believing. Crown 8yo. 
y,6d, 

Hutchinson (T. T.) Two Years in Peru; with Exploration 
of its Antiquities. By Thomas J. Hutchinsok. Map by Darnel 
Barrera, and numerous Illustrations. In a vols., demy Svo,, cloth extra. 

28f. 

Hymnal Companion to Book of Common Prayer. See 

Bickersteth. 



CE, a Midsummer Night's Dream. Small Post 

8vo. 3/. 6d, 

Illustrations of China and its People. Bv J. 

Thomson, F.R.G.S. Being Photographs from the Autnoc's 
Negatives, printed in permanent Pigments by tne Autotype Ph>oess» 
and Notes from Personal Observation. 

*«* The complete work embraces aoo Photographs, with Letter-press 
Descriptions of the Places and People represented. Four Volumes, 
imperial 4to., each ^3 y. 

The Fourth Volume, completing the Work, ready this day. 

N.B. — Her Majestv the Queen has been pleased to acknowledge her 
aporeciation of this book by presenting the Author with a handsome 
Gi9ld Medal as a memorial. 
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' — ■ 

Illustrated Books, suitable for Christmas, Birthday, or 
Wedding Presents. (The full tiUes of which will be found 
in the Alphabet.) 

Adventure! of a Youne Naturalist 7'* ^* 

Alexander's Bush Piffhting. x6s. 

Anderson's Fairy Tales. 35X. 

Arctic Regions. Illustrated. 35 guineas. 

Art, Pictorial and Industrial. Vol I. 3Z«. &/. 

Blackburn's Art in the Mountains, xas, 

Artists and Arabs, js, teU 

Harz Mountains, zzr. 

— — Normandy Picturesque. z6«. 

^— Travelling in Spain. i6f . 

^— The Pyrenees. i8j. 

Bush's Reindeer, Dogs, &c. xor. td. 

Butler's Great Lone Land. ^s. 6d. 

Chefs d'CBuvre of Art. 4/. i^r. 6d. 

China. Illustrated. 4 vols. 3/. 3^ . each vol. 

Christian Lyrics. 

Davies's Pilgrimage of the Tiber. z8f. 

Dream Book, by E. V. B. au. 6d, 

Duplessis' Wonders of Engraving, zsx. 6d, 

Favourite English Poems, azi. 

Flammarion's The Atmosphere. 309. 

Fletcher and Kidder's Brazil. iBs. 

Qoethe's Faust, illustrations by P. Konbwka. zof. 6d. 

Qouffe's Royal Cookery Book. Coloured plates. 43*. 

■ Ditto. Popular edition, zor. 6a, 

— — — Book of Preserves. 10s. 6d, 

Hazard's Santa Domingo. z&. 

— — Cuba. zs*. 

Heber (Bishop) Hymns. Illustrated edition, jt. 6d. 

Jacquemart's History of the Ceramic Art. 42s, 

Markham's Cruise of the Rosario. z6f. 

Milton's Paradise Lost (Martin's plates). 3/. Z3X. 6d, 

My Lady's Cabinet, ats. 

Ocean to Ocean, zof. 6d, 

Palliser (Mrs.) History of Lace, au, 

— Historic Devices, ftc 2ts. 

Peaks and Valleys of the Alps. 6/. 6t» 

Pike's Sub-Tropical Rambles. z8f. 

Red Cross Knight (The), su. 

Sauxay's Wonders of Glass Making, zsx. &/ 

Schiller's Lay of the Bell. 14$. 

St. George's Chapel, Windsor. 

Sulivan's Dhow Chasing. 16s. 

The Abbey and Palace of ^Vestminster. 5/. ss. 

Viardot, Wonders of Sculpture. z3f. 6d, 

Wonders of Italian Art. z3f. 6d, 

Wonders of European Art. zor. 6d. 

Werner (Carl) Nile Sketches, a Series, each 3I zor. 

Index to the Subjects of Books published in the United 

Kingdom during the last ao years. 8vo. Half-morocco, tl 6s, 

Innocent By Mrs. Oliphant. 3 Vols. Crown Svo. doth. 
3zx. 6d. Cheap Edition, z vol., 6t. 
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In the Isle of Wight. Two volumes, crown Syo., doth. 2ix.. 

In Silk Attire. See Black, Wm. 

Is it True ? Being Tales Curious and WonderfuL Small post 
8vo., cloth extra, ^r. 

(Fonning vol. 4 of the " John Hali&x " Series of GirU' Books.) 



ACK HAZARD, a Story of Adventure by J. T, 
Tkowbridcb. Numerous illustntioiis, snudl post. jf. 6d. 

John Halifax Series of Girls' Books. See Girls' 
Books. 

Jackson (H.) Argus Fairbaime; or, a Wrong Never Righted. 
By Henry Jackson, Author of " Hearth Ghosts," &c. Three volumes, 
crown 8vo., cloth, 31^. 6d. 

Jacquemart (J.) History of the Ceramic Art : Descriptive 

and Analytical Study of the Potteries of all Times and of all Nations. 
By Albert Jacquemart. 200 Woodcuts by H. Catenacci and J. 
Jacquemart. 12 Steel-plate Engravings, and z,ooo Marks and Mono- 
grams. Translated by Mrs. BuRV Pallisbr. In z voL, super royal 
8vo., of about 700 pp.^ cloth extra, gilt edges, 42/. [Ready. 

"Altogether we think this is likely to be one of the most popular 
books of the season. ^ It affords a happy instance of the union of taste 
and science, of learning and refinement, with a very distinct leaning 
towards the elegant aspect of the subject." — Atheiuntm. 

** This is one of those few gift books which, while they can certainly 
lie on a table and look beautiful, can also be read through with real 
pleasure and profit." — Times, December 13. 

Jessup (H. H.) The Women of the Arabs. With a Chapter 

for Children. By the Rev. Henry Harris Jessup, D.D., seventeen 
years American Missionary in Syria. Crown 8vo., cloth extra, zof. 6d. 

Johnson (R. B.) Very Far West Indeed. A few rough 
Experiences on the North-West Pacific Coast. Cr. 8vo. cloth, zof. 6dl, 
New Edition — the Fourth, fancy boards, as. 



AVANAGH'S Origin of Language. 2 vols, crown 

8vo. z/. IS. 

Kedge Anchor, or Young Sailor's Assistant, by 

Wm. Brady. 8vo. iSs. 
Kennan (G.) Tent Life in Siberia. 3rd edition. 6x. 

Kent (Chancellor) Commentaries on American Law. 

Z2th edition. 4 vols. 8vo. 5/. 

Kilmeny. See Black (Wm.) 
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King (Clarence) Mountaineering in the Sierra Nevada. 

crown 8vo. Thinl and Cheaper Edition, cloth extra. 6«. 

The ^ Times of Oct. 20th says : — " If^ we judge his descripdons by 
the vivid impressions they leave, we feel inclined to give them very hign 
praise." 

Kingston (W. H. G.) Ben Burton, or Bom and Bred at 

Sea. Fcap. with Illustrations. 3^ . 6^. 

Kortright. See Aikin. 



AKBVILLE. ^^Healy. 
Land of the White Elephant. See Vincent. 
Lang (J. D.) The Coming Event. 8vo. I2j. 
Lascelles (Arthur) The Coffee Grower's Guide. Post 8yo. 

or. (td, 

X*'E Strange (Sir G. B.) Recollections of Sir George 
B. L*£strange, late of the 3X8t Regiment, apd afterwards in 
the Scots Fusilier Guards. With Heliotype reproductions of 
Drawings by Officers of the Royal Artillery— the Peninsula War. 8vo. , 
doth extra. 14^. 

X>ee (G. R.) Memoirs of the American Revolutionary 

War. 8vo. x6j. 
Little Men. See Alcott. 

Little Preacher. 321110. u. 

Little Women. See Alcott. 

Lrittle Sunshine's Holiday. See Craik (Mrs.) 

Log of my Leisure Hours. By an Old Sailor. Cheaper 

£dition. Fancy boards, u. 

Lrongfellow (H. W.) The Poets and Poetry of Europe. 

New Edition. 8vo. doth. i/. xs. 

Loomis (Elias). Recent Progress of Astronomy. Post 8vo. 

7X. 6^ 



Practical Astronomy. 8vo. lor. 



Low's Minion Series of Popular Books. \s, each : — 
The Gates Ajar. (The original English Edition.) 
Who is He ? 
The Little Preacher. 
The Boy Missionary. 
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Low's Copyright and Cheap Editions of American 

Authors, comprising Popular Works, reprinted by arrange- 

ment with their Authors : — 

z. Haunted Hearti. By the Author of " The Lamplighter." 

a. The Guardian Angel. By " The Autocrat of the Breakfast Table.** 

3. The Miniater'a Wooing. By the Author of " Uncle Tom's Cabin. 

4. Viewa Afoot. By Bayard Taylor. 

5. Kathrina, Her Life and Mine. By J. G. Holland. 

6. Hans Brinker : or. Life in Holland. By Mrs. Dodge. 

7. Men, >Vomen, and Ghosts. By Miss Phelps. 

8. Society and Solitude. By Ralph Waldo £mers<^n. 

9. Hedged In. By Elizabeth Phelps. 

xa An Old- Fashioned Girl. By Louisa M. Alcott. 

zx. Faith Gartnev. 

xa. Stowe's Old Town Folks. 2X. &/. ; cloth, y. 

13. Lowell's Study Windows. 

14. My Summer m a Garden. By Charles Dudley Waknbs. 
X5. Pink and White Tyranny. By Mrs. Stowe. 

x6. We Girls. By Mrs. Whitney. 

Z7. Little Men. By Miss Alcott. 

x8. Little Women. By Miss Alcott. 

X9. Little Women Wedded. (Forming the Sequel to "Little 

Women.") 
aa Back-Log Studies. By Charles Dudley Warner, Author of 

" My Summer in a Garden." 

" This U a delightful \xiQ\i.**^AilanHc Monthly, 

3X. Timothy Titcomb's Letters to Young People, Single and 
Married. 
%*^ Of this fiimous little work upwards of ^,000 have been sold in 
America alone at four times the present price, vis. xs. 6d. flexible fancy 
boards ; m . cloth extra. 

as. Hitherto. By Mrs. T. D. WnrrNBY. Double Volume, af. 6d. 
fancv flexible boards. 
*«* This Copyright work was first published in this country in 3 vols, 
at 3x«. 6d. ;^ afterwards in x vol. at dr. It is now issued in the above 
popular Series. 

as. Farm Ballads, by TTiIL Carleton, price ONE SHILLING. 

The Guardian says of " Little Women." that it is "a bright, cheerful, 
healthy story--with a tinge of thoughtful gravity about it which reminds 
one of Tohn Bunyan. Meg going to vanity Fair is a chapter written with 
great cleverness and a pleasant Rumour." 

The Athenaum says of " Old-Fashioned Girl " : " Let whoever wishes 
to read a bright, spirited, wholesome story get the ' Old-Fashioned Girl ' 



at once." 



*n* " ^e i°Ay ^ allowed to add, that Messrs. Low's is the 'Author's 
edition.' We do not commonly make these announcements, but every 
one is bound to defeat, as far as he can, the efforts of those enterprising 
persons who proclaim with much unction the sacred duty of not letting 
an American author get his proper share of profits."— «S)^/a/^ Jan. 4, 
X873. 

Each volume complete in itself, price ». 6dl enamelled flexible cover, 
af . cloth. 

Low's Monthly Bulletin of American and Foreign Publi- 

cationSf forwarded regularly. Subscription %»» 6d» per annum. 




List of Fubiicaiums. 25 

LOW'S STANDARD NOVELS. 

Six Shillings Each. 
DAUGHTER of Heth. By W. Black. Eleventh 

and Cheaper Edition, crown 8vo., cloth extra, 6s, With Fron- 
tispiece by F. Walker, A.R.A. 

By the Same Author, 
Kilmeny: a Novel. Small post 8vo., cloth, dr. 

In Silk Attire. Third and Cheaper Edition. Small post 
8va, 6s, 

Loma Doone. By R. D. Blackmore. New Edition. 

Crown 8vo., 6s. 

By Same Author, 
Cradock Nowell. Second and Cheaper Edition. Revised, 6s» 

By Same Author, 
Clara Vaughan. Revised Edition, dr. 

Innocent : a Tale of Modem Life. By Mrs. Oliphant. 

Eight full-page illustrations. Small post 8vo., cloth extra, 6s, [Now ready. 

Work : a Story of Experience. By Louisa M. Alcott. 

New Edition, small post 8vo., cloth, 6s. Illustrations. 

Mistress Judith : a Cambridgeshire Story. By C. C. 

Frasbr-Tytler, Author of "Jasmine Leigh." A New and Cheaper 
Edition, small post 8vo., cloth extra, 6s. [This day. , 

*' We do not remember ever to have read a story more perfect of its 
kind than * Mistress Judith.' " — Athenaum. 



Low's Handbook to the Charities of London for 1874. 

Edited and Revised to February, 1874, by Charles Mackeson, F.S.S.> 
Editor of ** A Guide to the Churches of London and its Suburbs," &c. 
Price xs, 

Ludlow (FitzHugh). The Heart of the Continent. Sva 

cloth. x\s. 
Lunn (J. C.) Only Eve. 3 vols. 31J. 6d, 
Lyne (A. A.) The Midshipman's Trip to Jerusalem. 

With illustration. Third Edition. Crown 8vo., doth. zof. 6d, 

Lyra Sacra Americana. Gems of American Poetry, selected 
and arranfi%d, vdth Notes and Biographical Sketches, by C. D. Cleve- 
land, D. jD., author of the " Milton Concordance." i8mo. 41. 6d. 

AC GAHAN (J. A.) Campaigning on the Oxus 

and the Fall of Khiva. With Map and numerous Illustra- 
tions. Demy 8vo., cloth extra, i6s. 

Macp^regor (John,) "Rob Roy" on the Baltic. 

Third Edition, small post 8vo. 2s, 6d, 
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Macgregor (John). A Thousand Miles in the *< Rob 

Roy " Cmnoe. Ekventh Edition. Small post, 8to. w. 6d. 

Description of the " Rob Roy " Canoe, witk 

pUos, &C. u. 

The Voyage Alone in the Yawl «<Rob Roy." 



Second Edition. Small post, 8va 5#. 

Mahony (M. F.) A Chronicle of the Fermors ; Horace 
Walpole in Love. By M. F. Mahony, (Matthew Stradling), Author 
of " The Misadventures of Mr. Catlyn>" &c. In a Tolu^ies, &mj 8ve., 
with steel portrait 34X. 

Manigault, The Maid of Florence ; or, a Woman's Ven- 
geance. 3«. 6</. 

March (A.) Anglo-Saxon Reader. 8vo. 7x. 6d. 

■ Comparative Grammar of the Anglo-Saxon Lan- 

guage. SVO. ZM. 

Marcy (R. B.) Thirty Years of Army Life. Rojal 8to. 

Z3«. 

■ Prairie and Overland Traveller. 2j. 6d, 

Marigold Manor. Bv Miss Waring. With Introduction by 
Rer. A. Sbwbll. With lUustratioiis. Small Post Svo. 4f . 

Markham (A. H.) The Cruise of the « Rosario " amongst 

the New Hebrides and Santa Cruz Islands^ ezi>08ing the Recent Atro- 
cities connected with the Kidnapping of Natives in the South Seas. By 
A. H. Markham, Commander, K.N. Svo. cloth extra, with Map and 
Illustrations, its. 

A Whaling Cruise to BafGln's Bay and the Gulf 

of Boothia. With an Account of the Rescue, by his Ship, of the 
Survivors of the Crew of the " Polaris ; '* and a Description of Modem 
Whale Fishing. Together vrith numerous Adventures with Bears, &c. 
With Introduction by Admiral Shbrard Osborm. Demy 8vo., cloth 
extra, a Maps and several Illustrations, i&r. 

Markham (C. R.) The Threshold of the Unknown Region. 

Demy Svo. with Maps and Illustrations. 16s. 

*«* The object of this Work is to jg;ive the public a correct knowledge 
of the whole line of frontier separatmg the known from the unknowm 
region round the North Pole. 

Marlitt (Miss) The Princess of the Moor. Taudmitz Tzans- 

lations. 

Origin and Histoiy of the English Language. 



Svo. z6r. 

Lectures on the English Language. 8va 15/. 



Martin's Vineyard. By Agnes Harrison. Crown Svo. doth. 

zor. 6d. 

Matthews (Wm.) See Getting on in the World. 
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Maury (Commander) Physical Geography of the Sea and 

iti Meteorology. Beuiga Reanstrucdon and Enlaigement of hit fonner 
Work ; with illustrative Charts and Diagrams. New Edition. CrowB 
8vo. 6r. 

May (J. W.) A Treatise on the Law of Insurance. 

Third Edition. 8vo. 38^. 
Mayo (Dr.^ See Never Again. 
McMullen^s History of Canada. Sro. idr. 
Mercier (Rev. L.) Outlines of the Life of the Lord Jesus 

Christ, a vols, crown 8vo. 15^. 
Meridiana. See Verne. 
Michell (N.) The Heart's Great Rulers, a Poem, and 

Wanderings from the Rhine to the South Sea Islands. Fcap. Sva 3«. 6</. 

Milton's Complete Poetical Works ; with Concordance by 
W. D. Cleveland. New Edition. 8va xor. ; morocco i^ z/. 

Paradise Lost, with the original Steel Engravings of 

John Martin. Printed on large paper, royal 4to. handsomely bound. 

Miss Dorothy's Charge. By Frank Lee Benedict, Author 

of " My Cousin Elenor.'* 3 vols, crown Svo. 3z«. ^d. 

Missionary Geography (The) ; a Manual of Missionary 
Operations in all parts of the World, with Map and Illustrations. Fcap. 
jfi. 6d. 

Mistress Judith. A Cambridgeshire Story. By C. C. 
Frasbr-TVtlbr, Author of "Jasmine Leigh.* A New and Cheaper 
Edition. In one volume, small post 8vo., cloth extra, ts. 

" We do not remember ever to have read a story more perfect of its 
kind than * Mistress Judith.' " — Athemeum. 

" We can only simply say it is admirable." — Morning Post. 

** We will not spoil the reader's interest in^'such a simple and touching 
tale as this, by setting before him a bare statement of its course and 
ending. " — GrapAic. 

Monk of Monk's Own. 3 vols. 31J. 6d. 

Montaigne's Essays. See Gentle Life Series. 

Morgan's Macaronic Poetry. i6mo. 12s. 

Mother Goose's Melodies for Children. Square 8vo., doth 

extra. 7; . 6</. 

Mountain (Bishop) Life of. By his Son. Svo. lor. 6d, 
My Summer in a Garden. See Warner. 
My Cousin Maurice. A Novel. 3 vols. Cloth, 3x1. 6d, 
My Lady's Cabinet. Charmingly Decorated with Lovely 

Drawings and Exquisite Miniatures. Contains Seventy-five Pictures. 

Royal 4to., and very handsomely bound in cloth, x/. is, 

" The fittest ornament for a Lady's Cabinet which this season has pro- 
duced. " — A tketueum. 

** Forms an excellent pretty book for the drawing-room uble."— /*«// 
MtUl GagetU, 

"A very pretty idea, carried out with much taste and elegance."* 
Daily News. 



^^|^^--V^||BB|P^^S-i^V^MV^P^^^HH|i^F^HHB^^^MW ■ ■ ' , -^^^-^ - ■ *■■ --,_ 




28 Sampson Low and CoJs 

My Lady's Boudoir for 2874, contaiiiing numerous choice 

gems of Art 4to., cloth extxa. su. 

My Wife and I. Su Mrs. Stowe. 



iAPOLEON I., Recollections of. By Mrs. Abell 

(late Miss Elizabeth Balcombe). Third Edition. Revised 
throughout with additional matter by her daughter, Mrs. 
Charles Tohnstonb. z voltune, demy 8vo. mth Steel 
Portrait of Mrs. Abell, and Woodcut Illustrations. Cloth, 
extra, gilt edges, xof. 6d, 

Napoleon III. in Exile : The Posthumous Works and Un- 

?ublished Autographs. Collected and arranged by Count de la 
Ihapxllk, Coadjutor in the last Works of the Emperor at Chislehurst. 
z volume, demy 8vo., cloth extra. 14^. 

Narrative of Edward Crewe, The. Personal Adventures 
and Experiences in New Zealand. Small post 8vo., cloth extra. $i. 

Never Again: aNoveL By Dr. Mayo, Author of "Kaloo- 
lah." New axid Cheaper Edition, in One Vol., small post Svo. 6r. 
Cheapest edition, fancy boards, u. 

"Puts its author at once into the very first rank of novelists.*^ 
^Tfu Athifiaum, 

New Testament. The Authorized English Version ; with the 
various Readings firom the most celebrated Manuscripts, indudii^ the 
Sinaitic, ^e Vatican, and the Alexandrian MSS., in English, vi^th 
Notes bv the Editor, Dr. Tischendoxt. The whole revised and care- 
fully collected for the Thousandth Volume of Baron Tauchnitz's Collec- 
tion. Cloth flexible, gilt edges, a#. 6d, ; cheaper style, af . ; or sewed, 
z/. 6(L 

Noel (Hon. Roden) Livingstone in Africa; a Poem. 

By Uie Hon. Rodbn Noel, Auth<M: of " Beatrice," &c. Post 8vo., limp 
cloth extra, as. 6d. 

Nordhoff (C.) California : for Health, Pleasure, and Resi- 
dence. A Book for Travellezs and Settlers. Numerous Illustrations, 
8vo., doth extra, zu. 6d. 

'— Northern California, Oregon, and the Sandwich 

Islands. Square 8vo., cloth extra, price zu. 

Nothing to Wear, and Two Millions. By William 
Allen Butlek. xs. 

Nystrom's Mechanic's Pocket Book, 12th edition. iSf. 



CEAN to Ocesm. Sandford Fleming's Expedition 
through Canada in z8;r3. Beins a Diarv kept during a 
Journey firom the Atlantic to the Padfic wiui the Expedition 
of the Engmeer-in-Chief of the Canadian Pacific and Inter- 
colonial Railways. By the Rev. George M. Gkant, of 

Halifitx, N.S., Secretary to the Expedition. With Sixty Illustrations. 

Demy 8vo., cloth extra, pp. 373. zor. 6d. 
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Old Fashioned Qirl. See Alcott. 

Oliphant (Mrs.) Innocent. A Tale of Modem Life. By 
Mrs. Oliphant, Author of "The Chronicles of Carlingford," &c., &c. 
Wit^ Eight full-page Illustrations. Small post 8vo., cloth extra. 6s. 

One Only ; A Novel. By Eleanor C. Price. 2 vols. Crown 

8vo., doth, axf. 

Only Eve. By Mrs. J. Calbraith LunNi Three Vols, 
post 8vo. doth. 3x1. 6d, 

Other Qirls (The). See Whitney (Mrs.) 

Our American Cousins at Home. By Vera, Author of 

'' Under the Red Cross." Illustrated with Pen and Ink Sketches, by 
the Author, and several fine Photographs. Crown Bvo, doth. gs. 

Our Little Ones in Heaven. Edited by Rev. H. Robbins. 
With Frontispiece after Sir Joshua Reynolds. Second Edition. 
Fcap. y. 6d, 

ALLISER (Mrs.) A History of Lace, from the 

Earliest Period. A New and Revised Edition, with upwards 
of xoo Illustrations and coloured Designs, x vol. 8vo. i/. xs. 

" One of the most readable books of the season ;^ permanently 
valuable, always interestmg, often amusing, and not inferior in all tlxe 
essentials of a gift book." — Times. 

Historic Devices, Badges, and War Cries. 8vo. 




Xl. IS. 

The China Collector's Pocket Companion. With 



upwards of x,ooo Illustrations of Marks and Monograms. Small post 
8vo., limp cloth, 5^. 

** We scarcely need add that a more trustworthy and convenient hand- 
book does not exist, and that others besides ourselves will feel grateful 
to Mrs. Palliser for the care and skill she has bestowed upon it." — 
Academjf. 

Paper Manufacture. See Hofmann. 

Parsons (T.) A Treatise on the Law of Marine Insurance 
and General Average. By Hon. Thbophilus Parsons, a vols. 8vo. 

A Treatise on the Law of Shipping. 2 vols. 8vo. 

3/. V. 

Parisian Family. From the French of Madame GuizoT De 
Witt; by Author of "John HaU&x." Fcap. 5*. 

Phelps (Miss) Qates Ajar. 32mo. 6d. ; 4//. 

Men, Women, and Ghosts. i2mo. Sewed, is, 6d. 

doth, sj. 
— «-^ Hedged In. i2mo. Sewed, u. 6d, ; doth, zs. 

Silent Partner, 5/. 

Trotty's Wedding Tour. Small post 8vo. 3x. 6d, 

What to Weari Foolscap 8vo., fency boards, u. 
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PhlUips (L.) Dictionary of Biogmphical Refbfence. Sto. 

xL xxM, id, 

Phillips' Law of Inaiuance. 5th Edition, 2 toIs. 3/. y. 
Picture Gallery of British Art (The). Twenty beautiful and 

Pennanent Photographs after the most celebrated English Painters. 
With Descriptive Letterpress. One Volume, 4emy 4to. cloth extxa, 
gilt edges. Z3#. 

Picture Gallery Annual. 4ta cloth extra. \%s. 

Picture Gallery of Sacred Art (The). Containing Twenty 
▼ery fine Examples in Permanent Photography after the Old Masters. 
With Descnptive Letterpress. Demy 4to. clotn extra, gilt edges, za/. 

Pike (N.) Sub-Tropical Rambles in the Land of the 
Aphanapteryx. In t vol demy 8vo. x%t. Profusely Illustrated from 
the Author's own Sketches, also with Maps and valuable Meteorological 
C3iarts. 

Pilgrimage of the Tiber. See Davies (Wm.). 

Plattner's Manual of Qualitative and Quantitative Ana- 
lysis with the Blow-Pipe. From the last German Edition, revised and 
enlarged. Bv Prof. Th. Richtbk, of the Royal Saxon Mining Academy. 
Translated W Prof. H. B. Cornwall, Asustant in the Columbia 
School of Mines, New York. Illustrated with 87 Woodcuts and z 
Lithognwhic Plate. Second Edition, revised and reduced in price. 
8vo. doth. 3U. td, 

Plutarch's Lives. An Entirely New and Libraiy Edition. 
Edited by A H. Clovgh, Esq. 5 vols. 8va aA xor. 

Morals. Uniform with Clough's Edition of " lives of 

Plutarch." Edited by Professor Goodwik. | vols. 8vo. 3^. 

Poe (B. A.) The Works of. 4 vols. 2/. 2s. 

Poems of the Inner Life. A New Edition, Revised, with 
many additional Poems, inserted by pennission of the Authors. Small 
post 8vo., cloth. 51. 

Polar Expedition. .SV^ Koldeway. 

Poor (H. V.) Manual of the Railroads of the United 

StatM for X874-5; Showin«r their Mileage, Stodcs, Bonds. Cost, 
Eaminsrs, Expenses, and Oiganisations, with a Sketch of their Ris^ ftc 
z voL 8vo. 341. 

Portraits of Celebrated Women. By C. A. Ste^-Beuvk. 

zSmo. tt.ttL 

A Practical Treatise on the Manufacture of Colours 

for PaintmjT. By MM. RirrxuLT, Vbsgnaud and Toussaint. Re- 
vised and Edited by M. F. Malbphvrb. Translated from Uie French 
by A A FbsQukt. Illustrated by 85 Engravings. 8vo. 3U. &/. 

Preces Veterutsi. CoUegit et edidit Joannes F. France. Crown 
8vo., doth, ted edges. 51. 

Preu (M. T.) Qerman Primer. Square cloth. 2/. 6</. 



List of PublieatUms. 3 1 

Prime (I.) Fifteen Years of Prayer. Small post 8vo., cloth. 
3*. fid, 

(E. D. Q.) Around the World. Sketches of Travel 

through Many Lands and over Many Sea5, 8to., Illustrated. 14^. 

(W. C.) I go a-Fishing. Small post 8vo., cloth. 5J. 




Publishers' Circular (The), and General Record of British 

and Poreiflp Literature ; ^ving a transcript of the title-page of every 
work publisned in Great Britain, and every work of interest published 
abroad, with lists of all the publishing houses. 

Published regularly on the xst and xsth of every Mondi, and forwarded 
post free to all parts of the world on payment of &r. per annum. 

Queer Things of the Service. Crown Svo., fEuicy boards. 

as»6J, 



ALSTON (W. R. S.) Early Russian History. 

Four Lectures delivered at Oxford by W. R. S. Ralston 
M.A. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ss, 

Rasselas, Prince of Abyssinia. By Dr. Johnson. With 
Introduction by the Rev. William Wbst, Vicar of Nairn. (Bayard 
Series). 9s. 6aC 

Red Cross Knight (The). See Spenser. 
Reid (W.) After the War. Crown 8vo. lOf. 6d. 
Reindeer, Dogs, &c. See Bush. 

Reminiscences of America in 1869, hj Two Englishmen. 

Crown 8vo. js, 6d. 

Reynard the Fox. The Prose Translation by the late Thomas 
RoscoB. With about xoo exquisite Illustrations on Wood, after designs 
by A. J. Elwes. Imperial x6mo. cloth extra, 7^. 6d. 

" Wyi yield to none either in the in^orest of its text or excellenee of its 
-tognymgs.-* — Standard. 
^ A capital Christmas book/'-^i-^P/ofe. 
*-f The designs are an omadient of a delightful ttA.** — Times , I)^c. 34. 

Richardson (A. S.) Stories from Old English Poe&y. 

Small post 8vo., doth. 55. 

Riffault (MM.) A Practical Treatise on the Manufacture 

of Colours for Pacing. Illustrated. y.s, 6d, 

Rivington's (F.) Life of St. Paul. With map. 5^. 

Rochefoucauld's Reflections. Flexible doth exBa. zs. €d, 
(Bayard Series.) 
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Rogers (S.) Pleasures of Memory. See " Choice Editions 

of Choice Books.*' $$. 

Rohlfs' (Dr. G.) Adventures in Morocco and Joumejrs 

through the Oases of Draa and Tafilet. By Dr. Gerhard Rohlfs, 
Gold Medallist of the "Royal Geographical Society. Translated from 
the German. With an Introduction by Winwood Reads. Demy 8vo.. 
Map, and Portrait of the Author cloth extra, X3X. 

" He throws, indeed, quite a flood of light on the religious, political, 
and social life of the Moors." — Graphic. 

" Will have great and permanent value as a repository of fiurts." — 
TAg Scotsman. 

" As an explorer of the interior of the vast African continent, Gerhard 
Rohlfs stands next to Barth and Livingstone." — Atfunaum. 

ANDEAU (J.) See Sea-QuU Rock. 

SANTO DOMINGO, Past and Present. See 
Hazard. 

Sauzay (A.) Marvels of Glass Making. Nu- 
merous lUustraticms. Demy 8vo. za/. td. 

Schiller's Lay of the Bell, translated by Loid Lytton. With 
43 illustrations after Retsch. Ohlong 4ta lis. 

School Books. See Classified. 

School Prizes. See Books. 

Schweinfurth (Dr. G.) The Heart of Africa; or, Three 

ii, '^CATS* Travels and Adventures in the Unexplored Regions of the Centre 
of Africa. By Dr. Gborg Schweinfurth. Translated bv Ellen £. 
Frbwbr. Two volumes, 8vo., upwards of 500 pages each, with 130 
Woodcuts from Drawings made by the Author, and s Maps. 42^. 

[Seamd Edition. 
N.B. — The Text is translated from the Author^s Unpublished Manuscript. 
%* For long reviews of this important work, see the Atheiutum (two 
notices), Saturday Review^ Spectator (three notices). Illustrated News, 
Graphic, Pictorial World, Ocean Highways^ Nature, Daily News, Tele- 
graph, Standard, Glcbe^ Echo. Pall Mall Gaaette, Literary World, &c 

%* A pamphlet contaming tne principal reviews will be forwarded gratui- 
touuy on application. 

Sea-GuU Rock. By Jules Sandeau, of the French Aca- 
demy. Translated by Robert Black. M.A. With Seventy-nine 
very beautiful Woodcuts. Royal x6mo., cloth extra, gilt edges. 71. 6d. 

" A story more fascinating, more replete with the most rollicking 
fun, the most harrowing scenes of suspense, distress, and hair-breadtn 
escapes from danger, was seldom before written, published, or read.**— 
Athemtum. 

*' It deserves to please the new nation of boys to whom it is presented.** 
—Times. 

" The very best French story for children we have ever seen." — 
Standard. 

" A delightful tetSit.**— Illustrated London News. 

" Admirable, full of life, pathos, and fun. . . . It is a striking and 
attractive book." — Guardxan. 

** This story deserves tc be a great avourite with English boys as well 
as with French." — Saturday Review. 
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Sedgwick, (T.) Treatise on the Measuie of Damages. 8?o. 

6th Edition, a/. 51. 

Shadow of the Rock. See Bickersteth, 

Silent Hour (The), Essays original and selected, by the author 
of "Tbe Gentle Life." Second edition. 6f. 

Silliman (Benjamin) Life of, by G. P. Fisher. 2 vols. 

crown 8vo. xl. 41. 

Simeon (W.) A History of the Qipsies, with specimens of 

the Gipsy Language. lor. td. 

Smith and Hamilton's French Dictionary. 2 vols. Cloth, 

3X1. : half roan, vis, 

Socrates. Memoirs, from Xenophon's Memorabilia. By 

£. Levibn. Flexible cloth, zr. td. Bayard Series. 

Spayth (Henry) The American Draught -Player, and 
edition, zamo. zw. td. 

Spray from the Water of Elisenbrunnen. By Godfrey 

Maymaro. Small Post 8vo. Fancy Boards, ai. 6f/. 
St. Cecilia, a modem tale of Real Life. 3 vob. post 8vo. 

3XX. 6</. 

Stanley (H. M.) How I Found Livingstone. Crown 8vo., 

cloth extra, yx. ^. This Edition contains all the small Illustrations, and 
a long Introductory Chapter on the Death of Livingstone, with a brief 
Memoir and Elxtracts from Dr. Livingstone's last Correspondence with 
Mr. Stanley not yet published. 

\* This Edition has been revised most carefully from beginning to end, 
and all matters of a personal or irrelevant character omitted. 

N.B. — Copies of the Original Edition, cloth extra, gilt edges, may 

be had, zor. 6</. 



" My Kalulu," Prince, King, and Slave. A Stoiy 

from Centnd Africa. Crown 8vo., about 490 pp., with numerous graphic 
Illustrations, after Original Designs by the Author. Cloth, ^s. ^, 

Coomassie and Magdala: A Story of Two British 



Campainis in Africa. Demy 8vo., with Maps and Illustrations, xts. 
Second Edition. 

*' His new book, telling the story of two campaigns, will be almost as 
welcome as that which told of the finding of Livmgstone." — Daily News. 

"We are struck throughout his volume by the shrewdness of his 
surmises when he is guessing in the dark, and of the frequency with 
which his hurried judgments are confirmed."— TVm^j. 

" He fairly wins admiration by the frank and yet stem eloquence of 
his narrative." — Telegraph. 

*' Mr. Stanley writes m a brisk and characteristic style, full of pic- 
tures<}ueness and vivacity. . . . We commend it as a ^irited and 
graphic story of an expedition which reflected credit oa all who took 
part in W—Standard. 
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Steele (Thos.) Under the Palme. A Volume of Verse. By 

Thomas Stbblb, tnuislator of "An Eastern Lore Story." Fcsp. 8yo. 
aoth, 5f . 

Stewart (D.) Outlines of Moral Philosophy, by Dr. McCosh. 

New edttion. xsmo. 3*. €d. 
Stone (J. B.) A Tour with Cook Through Spain. Illus- 

txated by Photographs. Crown 8vo., doth. ts. 

Stories of the Oreat Prairies, from the Novels of J. F. 

CooPXiL With numerous illustrations. 5s. 

Stories of the Woods, from J. F. Cooper. 5/. 

Sea, from J. F. Cooper. 5/. 

Stoiy without an End, from the German of Carov^, by the 
late Mrs. Sarah T. Austin, crown 4to. with 15 exquisite drawings by 
E. V. B.» printed in colours in lacsimile of the origuial water coloiiis» 
and numerous other illustrations. New edition, ^s. 6d, 



— — square, with illustrations by Harvey. 2s, 6d. 

— ^— of the Oreat March, a Diary of General Sherman's 
Campaien through Georgia and the Carolmas. Numerous illustrations, 
xsmo. cloth, 7#. 6d, 

Stowe (Mrs. Beecher). Dred. Tauchnitz edition. i2mo. y, 6d. 
— ^— Geography, with 60 illustrations. Square doth, 4/. 6df. 

House and Home Papers. i2mo. boards, u. ; cloth 

extra, sf. 6d. 
— ^-— Little Pozef . Cheap edition, is. ; library edition, 4/. 6d, 
-i— Men of our Times, with portrait. 8vo. 12s, 6d. 

Minister's Wooing. 5/. ; copyright series, u. 6d. 

doth, sf . 

-— Old Town Folk. dr. Cheap Edition, 2x. 6d, 

Old Town Fireside Stories. Cloth extra. 3/. 6d. 

My Wife and I; or, Harry Henderson's His- 



tory. Small post 8vo, cloth extra. 6s. 

" She has made a very pleasant hook.**— Gttaniian, 

" From the first page to the last the book is vigorous, racy, and 
enjoyable."— i7m7> TeUgra^h. 

Pink and White Tyranny. Small post Svo. 3/. dd. 



Cheap Edition, x». 6d, and 9t. 

-^ Queer Little People, u. ; doth, 2/. 

— Religious Poems ; with illustrations. 3/. 6v/. 

— Chimney Comer, is, ; doth, is. 6d. 

— The Pearl of Oar's IsUnd. Crown 8vo. 5/. 

— Little Pussey Willow. Fcap. 2s. 
(Professor Calvin B.) The Origin and History of 



the Books of the New Tcstameot, Canonical and Apocryphal. 
8vo. 8f . 6d, 

Woman in Sacred History. Illustrated with 15 



chromo-lithographs and about soo pages of letterpress, forming one of 
the most elqpmt and attractive volumes ever poblished. Demy 4to. 
doth extra, gilt edges, price il. ss. 



Poreien and Inland, as administered in England and America. 
E2t 
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STORY'S (JUSTICE) WORKS: 

Commentaries on the Law of Agency, as a Branch 

of Commercial and Maritime Juriiprudence. 8th Edidon. 
8vo. x/. XXX. fuL 

Commentaries on the Law of Baiknents. 8th Edition. 

Sva x/. XXX. 6(^ 

Commentaries on the Law o! BiUs of Exchange, 
Foreign and Inland, as adn 
4th E4fition. 8vo. x/. xx#. (td. 

Commentaries on the Conflict of Laws, Foreign 

and Domestic, in regard to Contracts, Rights, and Remedies, 
and especially in r^ard to Marriages, Divorces^ Wills, Successions, 
and Judgments, jta Edition. 8vo. x/. xsx. 

Commentaries on the Constitution of the Umted 

States ; with a Preliminary Review of the Constitutional History 
of the Colonies and States before Uie adoption of the Constitution. 
4th Edition, a vols. 8vo. 3/. 31. 

Commentaries on the Law of Partnership as a branch 
of Commercial and Maritime Juriiprudence. 6th Edition, 
by E. H. Bennett. 8vo. x/. x». 6</. 

Commentaries on the Law of Promissory Notes, 

and Guarantees of Notes and Cheques on Banks and Bankers. 6th 
Edition ; by E. H. Bennett. 8vo. x/. xxx. ^eL, 

Commentaries on Equity Pleadings and the Inci- 
dents relating thereto, according to the Practice of the Courts of 
Equity of Engumd and America. 8th Edition. 8va •U.x'U^ttL 

Commentaries on Equity Jurisprudence as admi- 
nistered in England and America, xxth Edition. 3A 15^. 

Treatise on the Law of Contracts. By William 

W. Story. 4th Edition, 3 vds. 8vo. 3A 3«. 

Treatise on the Law of Sales of Personal Property. 
4th Edition, edited by Hon. J. C. Pxrkims. 8va z/L x\M.td. 

Sub-Tropical Rambles. See Pike (N.) 

Suburban Sketches, by the Author of ''Venetian Life." 

Post 8vo. 6f. 

Sullivan (Q. C.) Dhow Chasing in Zanzibar Waters and 

on the Eastern Coast of Africa ; a Narrative of Five Years' Expe- 
riences in the suppression of the Slave Trade. With Illustrations from 
Photographs and Sketches taken on the spot by the Author. Demy 8vo, 
cloth extra. x6r. Second Edition. 

Summer in Leslie Qoldthwaite's Life, by the Author ol 

"The Gayworthys," Illustrations. Fcap. 8va 3*. td. 
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Sweet not Lastini:. A Novel, Ij Annik B. Lefukt. 
I ToL cnnm Smo., dotlL io«. 6/. 

Swiss FamiJ^ Robiaaony i2ino. 5/. 6ti. 



AUCHNITZ'S English Editions of Qennsn 

Antbora. Eadi rokaaic doch SffriWr, at, ; or sewed, mm. 6d. 
The feOowiiic ai« Bowicadsr :~ 




On the Heigbta. By B. A p»«» a ch . 3 woU. 
In the Year '13. By Vrnm Exutkb. x toL 
F«Mt« By GoBTUB. z yoL 
Undine, and other Tales. By VcaquL z voL 
L* Arrabiata. By Paui. Hbvsb. z yoL 

The Princess, and other Tales. By Himrtcn ZMCUomKW, ■ voL 
Lysine's Nathan the Wise. 

Hacklandcr's Behind the Counter, fniiwlrtwl by Mamy Howitt. 
Thfso Talcs. By W. Uauww. 
Joachim ▼. Kamem ; Dlaiy of a Poor Yoong Ladj. By If. 

Nathusius. 
Poems by Ferdinand Preilicrath. Edited by big dasgbftrr. 
Gabriel. From tbcGcnnan of Paul Hbvsb. ByAxTHURlfiutAM. 
The Dead Lake, and other Tales. By P. Hbvsb. 
Through Night to Light. By Gutzxow. 
Flower, Fmit, and Thorn Pieces. By Jbam Paul Riciitbb. 
The Princess of the Moor. By Mias Mablitt. 
An Egyptian Princess. By G. Ebbbs. a vols. 
Sbkehaid. By J. V. Schbpfbl. 

Barbarossa and other Tales. By Paul Hbvsb. Fron the Genaaa. 
Byl^CS. 

Tsuchnitz (B.) Qennsn and English Dictionsiy, Paper, 

1*. ; doch, zr. 6d. ; roan, at. 



French and English. Paper ix. 6d. ; doth, 2t. ; 

roan, at. 6d, 

Italian and English. Paper, u. 6d, ; doth, 2/ . ; 



roan, at. 6d. 

Spanish and English. Paper, is. 6d. ; doth, 2/.; 



roan, at, 6d, 



New Testament. Cloth, a/. ; gilt, zt. 6d. Sae New 



Testament. 
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Tayler (C. B.) Sacred Records, Ac, in Verse. Fcap. Svo, 

doth extra, m. 6d, 

Taylor (Bayard) The Byeways of Europe ; Visits by Unfre- 
quented Routes to Remarkable Places. By Bayard Taylok, author 
of "Views Afoot." a vols, post 8va x(5f. 

Story of Kennett. 2 vols. i&r. 

Hannah Thurston. 3 vols. i/. 4X. 

— — * Travels in Greece and Russia. Post 8vo. fs, 6d. 

Northern Europe. Post 8vo. Cloth, 8f. 6d. 

Egypt and Central Africa. 

Beauty and the Beast. Crown 8vo. los, 6a, 

A Summer in Colorado. Poet 8vo. 7x. 6d, 

Joseph and his Friend. Post 8vo. lor. 6d, 

Views Afoot. Enamelled boards, u. 6d. ; doth, 2s, 

Sse Low's Copyright Edition. 

TennjTSon's May Queen ; choicely IHnstrated from designs by 
die Hon. Mrs. Bovlk. Crown 8vOk See Choice Series. 51. 

Thomson (J.) Sf^ Illustrations of China. 
Thomson (Stephen). Seg Chefs -d'GSuvre of Art. 
Thomson (W. M.) The Land and the Book. With 300 

nitistrations. a vols. x/. xs. 

Threshold of the Unknown Region. S^ Markham. 
Timothy Titcomb's Letters to Young People, Single and 

Married. (Low's American Series). Vol. xxi. is. 6d. boards ; zs. cloth. 
Tinne (J. E.) The Wonderland of the Antipodes : 

Sketches of Travel in the North Island of New Zealand. Illustrated 
with numerous Photographs. Demy 8vo., cloth extra, its, 

Tischendorf (Dr.) The New Testament. See New Testa- 

ment. 

Tolhausen (A.) The Technological Dictionary in the 

French, English, and German Languages. Containing the Technical 



Terms used in the Arts, Manufactures, and Industrial AflTairs generally, 
and Augmented by M. Louis Tolhausen, French Constil at 
emng. This Work will be completed m Three Parts. 
Tlie First Part, containing French-Gemum-finglish, crown 8vo. a vols. 



Leipzig. This Work will be completed m Three Parts. 

iTie First Part, containing Fi " 
sewed, &r. ; x vol. half roan, 9; . 

The Second Part, containing EngUsh-German-French, crown ■ 8v«. 
3 vols, sewed, 8f. ; x vol. bound, gs. 

A Third Part, containing German-English-French, is also in prepara- 
tion. 

*»* The First Half of Part I. sewed, is. 
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Townsend (John) A Treatise on the Wrongs called 

Slander and Lribel, and^ on the remedy, \j civil acdon, for these 
wrongt' 8vo. Second Edition, x/. zor. 

Tuckermann (C. K.) The Oreeks of To-day. Crown 8va 

doth. 7X. 6d. 

Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea. See Verne. 

Twenty Years Ago. (Forming Volume 3 of tihe John Halifiu 
Series of Girls' Books). Snudl post 8vo. is. 

Twining (Miss) Illustrations of the Natural Orders of 
Plants, with Groups and Descriptions. By Elizabbth TwiKiNCb 
Reduced from the folio editiox^ splendidly illustxated in coloms from 
nature, a vols. Royal 8vo. 5/. 5f. 

Under Seal of Confession. Bv Averil Beaumont, 

Author of " Thomicroft's Model" 3 vols, crown 8vo., cloth. 31^. 6d. 

Unprofessional Vagabond. See Carlisle (T.) 

ANDBNHOPP'S (Qeorge), Clerical Assistant 

Fcap. 3«. 6d, 




Ladies' Reader (The). Fcap. 5j. 



Varia ; Rare Readings from Scarce Books, by the author of 
" The Gentle Life." Reprinted hy pennisnon from the " Saturday Re- 
view/' " Spectator," &c d/. 

Vaux (Calvert). Villas and Cottages, a new edition, with 

300 designs. 8vo. %$$, 

VERNE'S (JULES) WORKS. 

Five Weeks in a Balloon. New Edition. Numerous 
Illu8tratioa% printed on Toned Paper, and uniformly with " Around 
the World," ac. Square crown 8vo. js. 6d. 

Meridiana : Adventures of Three Englishmen and 

Three Russians in South Africa. Translated from the French. 
With Numerous Illustrations. Royal x6mo., cloth extra, gilt 
edges, js. 6d, 

The Fur Country. Crown 8vo. With upwards of 80 

Illustrations. CloUi extra, xos. 6d. 

Twenty Thousand Leagues Under the Sea. Trans- 
lated and Edited by the Rev. L. P. Mbkcier, M.A. With 1x3 
very Graphic Woodcuts. Large post 8vo., cloth extra, gilt edges, 
zof. 6d. 

Around the World in Eighty Days. Numerous lUus- 
trationa Square crown 8vo. 71. 6d. 

From the Earth to the Moon, and a Trip Round It. 

Numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo., cloth, gilt edges, zof. 6d. 
New Edition. 

A Floating City and the Blockade Runners. Con- 
taining about f/o very fine Full-page Illustrations. Square crown 
8vo. Cloth, gilt edges. 7#. 6d. 
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Very Par West Indeed. 5^^ Johnson. 

Viardot (L.) Wonders of Italian Art, numerous photo- 
graphic and other illustrations. Dony 8vo. xsj. 6iL 




Wonders of Painting, numerous photographs and 

other illustrations. Demy 8vo. zsx. 6d, 

Wonders of Sculpture. Numerous Illustrations. 

Demy 8vo. zsj. 6d, 
Vincent (F.) The Land of the White Elephant: Sights 

and Scenes in South-Eastem Asia. A Personal Narrative of Travel and 
Adventure in Farther India, embradng the countries of Burmah, Siam, 
Cambodia, and G>chin China, z87Z-a. With Maps, Plans, ana numer- 
ous Illustrations. 8vo. doth extra. z8f. 



AKE ROBIN; a Book ahout Birds, hy John 
Burroughs. Crown 8vo. 51. 

Warner (C. D.) My Summer in a Garden. 

Boards, is. 6d. ; cloth, 2s. (Low's Copyright Series.) 

Back-log Studies. Boards is, 6d,; cloth2J. (LoVs 

Copyright Series.) 

We Girls. Aif Whitney. 

Webster (Daniel) Life of, by Geo. T. Cu&tis. 2 vols. 8vo. 

Cloth. 36s. 
Werner (Carl), Nile Sketches, Painted from Nature during 

his travels through Egypt. Facsimiles of Water-colour Paintings 
executed by Gustav W. Ssitz ; with Descriptive Text by Dr. E. A. 
Brbhm and Dr. Dumichbn. Imperial folio, in Cardboard Wrapper. 
3/. 10s. 

Three Series, each £3 10s, 

Westminster Abbey and Palace. 40 Photographic Views 
with Letterpress, dedUcated to Dean Stnoley. 4ta Morocco extra, 

VTheaton (Henry) Elements of International Law. New 

edition. [/» the^ress. 

When George the Third was King. 2 vols., post 8vo. 21J. 

VThere is the City ? i2mo. doth. 6s 

White (J.) Sketches from America. 8va 12s. 
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White (R. Q.) Memoirs of the Life of William Shake- 
speare. Post 8vo. Qoth. zor. &^ 

Whitney (Mrs. A. D. T.)» The Qayworthjrs. Small post 

Svo. 3«. td. 

Faith Qartney. Small post 8yo. y, 6d» And in Low's 



Cheap Series, xs. 6d, and as. 

—— Hitherto. Small post Svo. jx. 6d. and 2/. 6ti. 



Summer in Leslie Goldthwaite's Life. ' Small post 

Svo. y. 6d. 

The Other Oirls. Small post Svo., doth extra. 3^. 6^. 

We Qirls. Small post Svo. y. 6d. Cheap lotion 



x#. 6d. and 2t, 

Whyte (J. W. H.) A Land Journey from Asia to Europe. 

Crown Svo. Z3f. 

Wills, A Few Hints on Proving, without Professional 
Assistance. By a Probatb Court Opficiau Fourth Edition, 
revised and considerably enlarged, with Forms of Wills, Residuary 
Accounts, &c. Fcap. Svo, cloth limp. u. 

Winter at the Italian Lakes. With Frontispiece View of 
Lake Como. Small post Svo., cloth extra, js. 6d, 

Woman's (A) Faith. A Nova By the Author of " Ethel." 
3 vols. Post Svo. 3x«. 6d. 

Wonders of Sculpture. See Viardot. 

Worcester's (Dr.), New and Greatly Enlarged Dictionary 

of the English Languaffe. Adapted for Lihrarv or College Refer- 
ence, comprising 40,000 Words more than Johnson s Dictionary. 4to. 
cloth, x,S34 pp. Price 3xx. 6d. well bound ; ditto, half mor. %L as. 

" The yolumei before us show a vast amount of diligence ; but with 
Webster it is diligence in combination with fancifulness,— with Wor- 
cester in combination with good sense and judgment. Worcester's is the 
soberer and safer book, and may be pronounced the best existing English 
Lexicon. "■^A tkenaum. 

Words of Wellington, Maxims and Opinions, Sentences 
and Reflections of the Great Duke, gathered from his Despatches, 
Letters, and Speeches (Bayard Series), as. 6d, 

Young (L.) Acts of Gallantry; givine^ a detail of every act 
ibr which the Silver Medal of the Royal Humane Society has been 
granted during the last Forty-one years. Crown Svo., doth. js. 6d, 



CHZ8WICX PBXSfl :— PSINTBD BY WHITTtNGHAM AMD WILKINS, 
T00K8 COUST, CMANCBIIY LARB. 
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